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What Is the Goal? 
W ILL the U.S.S.R. outstrip the rest of the world in 
scientific achievement? Will the 
bureaucratic and totalitarian re-
gime which has its headquarters 
in Moscow bend every effort in its 
own decisive way to take the lead 
in science, not only for the sake 
of the benefits which the inhabit-
. ants of the vast Soviet Union may 
reap as a result of such work but 
particularly for the purpose of 
making the Soviet Union itself 
and its manner of life lead the 
way throughout the world? 
A short time ago Dr. Irving 
Langmuir, General Electric re-
~earch director, declared before a 
Senate committee, "I believe that 
Russia is planning to embark on 
a program of scientific research 
and development greater than 
T H E EDITORS 
that contemplated by any other 
government.'' 
No one questions the right of 
the U .S.R.R. to toil in the sweat 
of its communistic brow to bring 
about new developments in the 
field of science, and no one with 
even a sketchy knowledge of the 
tyrannical manner in which the 
U.S.S.R. goes about doing things 
will deny that in a land where 
unemployment and strikes are not 
tolerated the prospects of scien-
tific progress seem bright and 
rosy. Nevertheless, the citizens of 
the United States have a far bet-
ter goal to work for than do the 
pawns on the Soviet chessboard. 
We believe and are sure that our 
own way of life, with its positive 
guarantees of freedom of speech, 
thought, assembly, and worship, 
is worth preserving. If the men 
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We dare say that if any one ex-
cept a Communist had thus de-
fined the principles and methods 
of communism, he would have 
been round I y denounced and 
called a liar. But the head of the 
Communist Party ought to know 
what he is talking about, and in 
this particular quotation he spoke 
mainly in words of one syllable. 
There is little in those words that 
can be misunderstood. 
They tell us plainly what to 
look for in communistic activities 
in the United States. First, it 
brands every Communist a trai-
tor, for "he knows only one flag, 
and that is the red flag." Next it 
brands him a thief, for "the Com-
munist Party advocates ... the 
confiscation of the social neces-
sities of life." Third, it brands 
him an outlaw, for "he allows no 
consideration of legality." Fourth, 
it brands him unmoral, for he al-
lows no consideration of honor, 
patriotism or duty. And finally, 
it brands him an atheist, for "he 
allows no consideration of reli-
gion." No allegiance to God, to 
country, to family, to decency, to 
order, to fellowmen and no re-
spect for oneself. That is what the 
Communist Party is asking of its 
members. The very fact that there 
are enough individuals in the 
United States willing to add their 
names to such a manifesto is a 
blot upon our nation's history 
and upon the history of mankind. 
But we are glad we know what 
communism stands for. And we 
have it from an unimpeachable 
source. Those words of William 
Z. Foster ought to preface every 
piece of publicity issuing from 
Communist Party headquarters. 
They ought to be printed on ev-
ery party letterhead. They should 
introduce every news item that 
finds its way into America's hands. 
It seems to us that that would be 
the quickest way for the U. S. A. 
to know whether communism is 
its desired way of life or not. 
Public Welfare First 
~ INCE strikes interrupt produc-
0 tion, such interruption di-
rectly or indirectly affects the pub-
lic. However, when a strike para-
lyzes a public utility, the situation 
is serious because the results are 
bound to be disastrous. 
In the wave of strikes and 
threatened strikes sweeping the 
country a number of public util-
ities were involved-in Chicago 
the gas supply and in Michigan, 
gas and electricity service. The 
former was averted at the last 
minute by an agreement between 
employers and employees with-
out any participation on the part 
of public authorities in the set-
tlement. In Michigan the strike 
had actually materialized and aft-
er three days was settled by a con-
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ference of the Governor of the 
state and the union officials. 
The people in the communities 
affected by these disturbances had 
reasons to be alarmed. Most of 
them thought perhaps only of 
their own immediate personal dis-
comfort to which dark and cold 
homes and useless ranges in their 
kitchens would subject them. Few 
may have realized the far-reaching 
hazards to property and health 
which an extended interruption 
of the services rendered by public 
utilities would bring to the entire 
community. 
The right of labor to raise its 
grievances as well as that of capi-
tal to safeguard its interests must 
be preserved. But in the process 
of settling differences between em-
ployers and employees public wel-
fare dare not be jeopardized. For 
government officials to remain 
neutral when such crises develop 
is, to say the least, unjustifiable. 
As servants of the people, they 
owe it to their constituents that 
they throw all of their influence 
into the balance so that crises do 
not develop. They should prove 
themselves champions of public 
welfare. 
There was a time in American 
history-and it is not so far be-
hind us-when the irresponsible 
attitude of selfish financial tyrants 
was curbed by federal legislation. 
Now developments point toward 
the need of using similar means 
to protect the public against ruth-
less action of workers and stub-
born insistence of employers. 
In the capital and labor contro-
Yersy the public dare not be made 
the football. Such a development 
is bound to spell the doom of 
democracy by paving the way for 
social upheaval with eventual po-
litical dictatorship as an inevita-
ble consequence. Democracy has 
just emerged victorious from the 
world's most horrible war with 
the conviction that it has defeated 
the forces of evil which threat-
ened personal and political free-
dom. Now it must not allow the 
welfare of the masses to become 
the victim of strife among classes. 
If the fundamental principles 
of Christianity were recognized 
and allowed to function in hu-
man relationships, labor-capital 
problems would not develop into 
crises, and politics would not pre-
Yent public authorities from func-
tioning in such a manner that all 
citizens might "lead a quiet and 
peaceable life in all godliness and 
honesty." 
An Ex-Communist Speaks 
A NUMBER of years ago Louis F. Budenz left the fold of the 
Roman Catholic Church to be-
come a Communist. He was taken 
in by the smoothly rolling phrases 
and the honey-sweet promises of 
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those who toil in season and out 
of season to win converts to Marx-
ism. Mr. Budenz became man-
aging editor of the Communist 
Daily Wm·ker. He says that he 
"even went to the extent of hop-
ing for a reconciliation of com-
munism and Catholicism." "This 
hope," he states, "was much in 
my mind and colored many of my 
activities." 
Budenz' influential position 
made it possible for him to ob-
serve the tactics of the Commun-
ists at first hand and to become 
acquainted with the actual appli-
cation of the high-sounding prin-
ciples they espouse. As time went 
on, the scales fell from his eyes, 
and he saw clearly that commun-
ism and Catholicism could not be 
reconciled; for communism and 
religion positively do not mix. 
Budenz rejoined the Roman Cath-
olic Church and is now an instruc-
tor at Notre Dame University. He 
says: 
The average Communist, no matter 
how much his desire for integrity, 
tends to become a puppet. He mut-
ters phrases which he does not fully 
understand, and he commits himself 
to actions of which he knows not 
their objective or consequence. 
Mr. Budenz' public repudiation 
of the tenets and the tactics of 
the Communists will, one hopes, 
cause many of the so-called fellow-
travelers who are citizens of the 
United States to see that a prac-
tical application of the principles 
about which they prate is bound 
in every instance to lead to total-
itarianism In its most objection-
able form. 
Postwar Ideas 
T wo worthwhile ideas have been reported this month in 
the press, one coming from a sol-
dier and the other from a sol-
diers' organization. 
The editor of a camp newspa-
per in Texas has suggested that 
the U. S. 0. units scattered 
throughout the United States be 
turned into youth centers. It has 
been pretty well established that 
giving young people something to 
do in the way of wholesome 
recreation is a satisfactory pana-
cea for juvenile delinquency. The 
U. S. 0. has the organization and 
much of the needed equipment; 
the public should be willing to 
furnish the funds for this work. 
The second idea has to do with 
a topic mentioned in these col-
umns months ago. The organiza-
tion of vVorld War II veterans, 
the AMVETS, in a recent meet-
ing of the Illinois branch, went on 
record in favor of memorials to 
the war dead in the form of edu-
cational and recreational facil-
ities. Athletic stadiums, gymna-
siums, public playgrounds, libra-
ries, museums, and theatres, to 
I 
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mention only a few of the possi-
bilities, will be nobler gifts to 
those who are gone than would 
statues or columns of stone. 
If the returning service men 
can put into effect, in later years, 
some of the excellent suggestions 
which are being and will be made 
by their buddies, the sometimes-
called "lost" generation which 
won this war will be the genera-
tion which gives America the 
stimulus she needs. 
Maladjusted Teachers 
W RITING in a recent issue of the ] ournal of Educational 
Research) Leo J. Alilunas makes 
some thought-provoking observa-
tions on the mental health of 
teachers in our public schools. Re-
search has revealed, Alilunas de-
clares, that of the 37,ooo teachers 
in the New York city schools 1,500 
are mental cases and 4,500 need 
psychiatric treatment. 
His research further disclosed 
that one-third to one-half of the 
lengthy absences of teachers from 
duty is due to mental troubles. An 
investigation which involved one 
hundred female teachers found 
one-third to be emotionally un-
balanced and one-sixth in need of 
psychiatric services. In a group of 
fifty-one women teachers, thirty· 
five per cent were emotionally 
malad jus ted and forty-nine per 
cent were unhappy in their home 
lives. 
These statistics do not surprise 
us. As long as the standard of 
pay for school teachers is slightly 
less than that for garbage collec-
tors, we can expect a goodly num-
ber of those who staff the schools 
of this country to be under a nerv-
ous tension. As long as the des-
tinies of our public schools are 
guided, in many instances, by un-
enlightened school boards, school 
teaching will continue to se1 · ·e as 




The Opium Traffic 
1fT is reported that the United 
ll States' crusade against the 
opium traffic in the world has 
met with a surprising opposition. 
Of all the nations to whom a dec-
laration was transmitted more 
than a year ago as being for re-
striction of opium production to 
the minimum required for medi-
cal and scientific purposes, only 
two nations have agreed to . join 
in the efforts of the United States. 
They are China and Afghanistan. 
Two other empires, the British 
and Dutch, who control some of 
the chief opium producers (India , 
Burma) and users, made big 
promises that the trade would be 
abolished. But now that the time 
has · come to abolish the traffic, 
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they have forgotten all about 
their noble pledges. 
Why this convenient forgetful-
ness? To put it bluntly, because 
there's money in it! There is no 
consideration for human lives and 
human happiness in their encour-
agement of the growth and sale 
of opium. After all, the wreckage 
that this drug produces is far 
from the sight of those whose 
bank accounts are swelled by the 
trade. We cannot forget the Opi-
um War of 1839-42 in China. Nor 
yet that the Treaty of Nanking 
assured Britain of five ports and 
the Crown Colony of Hong Kong 
to facilitate this get-rich-quick 
scheme that feeds on human mis-
ery and the commercialization of 
vice. We shall also remember how 
adamant Britain stood against 
China's recovery of Hong Kong 
after the conclusion of World 
War II. 
Is there any excuse for this pol-
icy? No consideration, political or 
economic or any other, can valid-
ly be offered by any country that 
refuses for the sake of humanity 
to curb this dread evil. Tokyo 
Rose, the notorious J ap propa-
gandist, on Dec. 2, 1944, was heard 
to say of the opium traffic, "Japan 
suppresses this trade! England 
perpetuates it! I ask you-which 
is the enlightened nation? Which 
is the Christian nation?" She may 
have lied about the Japanese. But 
we must acknowledge with shame 
that she did not lie about Great 
Britain. 
God Can't Be Ignored! 
A s one examines the philosoph-ical hypotheses developed in 
the past several centuries to an-
swer the age-old questions of pur-
pose and being, of reality and 
truth, of ethics and all the other 
perplexing riddles that have in-
trigued mankind since their un-
derstanding was darkened by the 
Fall, it becomes increasingly evi-
dent that the majority of modern 
ponderers are determined to leave 
God out of any system of philos-
ophy they develop. They are just 
as determined that Scripture shall 
have no voice in finding the an-
swer to the problems that have 
become the professional philos-
ophers' specialty. There is more 
to their determination than the 
fear that by ruling God in on the 
scheme of things and giving His 
Word an opportunity to speak 
they are putting themselves out 
of a job. 
It appears to us that a real and 
almost vicious antagonism exists 
among philosophers against any 
system of thought that has its 
roots in a belief in God and His 
revelation. Any hypothesis is given 
a fair hearing except that com-
patible to Christian faith. The 
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his antipathy into the open. He 
will admit the possibility of a 
Christian philosophy, but he goes 
on to call anyone who still be-
lieves, for example, that God 
created the world, naive, i.e., one 
who has not reflected upon the 
subject. 
And so one new philosophy 
after another is trotted out for 
the scrutiny of men. Each one is 
hailed as the possible explanation 
which will fit all the facts and 
answer all the questions. Philos-
ophers today ·hesitate to commit 
themselves as to whether the lat-
est is the answer or not. They 
have been fooled too often for 
that. They are wary now. They 
are satisfied only if the thinker 
has not ·been so naive as to find 
a place for God in his system. In 
all their efforts they find a willing 
ally among many scientists who 
by their evolutionary hypotheses 
indicate the same determination. 
But the satisfying answer they 
seek has never been found. Just 
about the time they have devel-
oped an indestructible hypothesis, 
some new scientific discovery 
arises to discredit it. And they 
must laboriously gather the scat-
tered fragments of their beautiful 
system of thought and begin anew. 
As we ponder over this inex-
plicable antagonism toward God 
and the determination to rule 
Him out, we find only one reason. 
The Apostle Paul's simple asser-
tion to the Romans expresses pre-
cisely our conviction: "The carnal 
mind is enmity against God." And 
the enmity of the educated carnal 
mind is a thousand-fold more dan-
gerous than the ignorant stub-
bornness of an illiterate. Their 
cunning and resolve must be reck· 
oned with. But God Himself still 
intervenes. As soon as God-less 
men jubilantly acclaim their God-
less answers to the puzzles of the 
universe, He permits a discovery 
that disposes of their philosophy. 
He gives notice that He will not 
be left out. He will not be ignored! 
Youth Answers Life 
R ECENTLY Life Magazine ran two articles on teen-age boys 
and girls in which it took a super-
ficial look at American youth and 
concluded that the younger gen-
eration was definitely going to the 
dogs. Speaking of teen-age girls 
Life's reporter stated: 
Some 6,ooo,ooo U. S. teen-age girls 
live in a world all their own-a lovely, 
gay, enthusiastic, funny and blissful 
society almost untouched by war. 
Regarding teen-age boys Life 
had this to say: 
. . . devoting themselves to all the 
vastly important details connected 
with the complete enjoyment of play-
ing, eating, sleeping . . . homework 
is done in ten minutes, Mother is 
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looked upon as a lovable servant, 
home is only for eating and sleeping. 
Senior Scholastic, a magazine 
circulated generally among high 
school students, carried teen-age 
responses to Life's unqualified in-
dictment: 
Certainly my life is far from the 
ecstasy of carefree existence which 
Life Magazine would have me believe. 
If two solid hours of homework night-
ly, choir practice and church work 
regularly, practice for school sports, 
work around the house, and a steady 
job on Saturdays is anyone's idea of a 
whimsical, capricious existence-then 
it's time to rewrite the dictionaries! 
A high school girl speaks: 
Those two articles in Life made me 
mad as hops! What about the girls 
who became Junior Aides in hospi-
tals? Was it a "lark," giving up two or 
three afternoons of an already-crowd-
ed week? What about those who 
joined Art Service units or knitted 
sweaters for the Red Cross? Or sold 
stamps or worked in canteens? 
In school we have forums and de-
bates in which the students partici-
pate. We talk abou-t current events in 
history and study the latest speeches 
in English. Sure, we have jalopies and 
junk jewelry, but we also have minds 
filled with the latest happenings and 
hands that want to help mold a new 
world. 
Our daily contacts with the 
youth of our nation force us to 
accept youth's self-evaluation as 
found in Scholastic rather than 
that of Life. It is our considered 
opinion that the teen-agers of the 
Forties live according to higher 
moral, spiritual, and intellectual 
standards than did American 
youth in the past few decades. A 
moment's reflection on the activi-
ties of teen-agers during the taw-




uAzz the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side/, -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M A N N 
DEAR SON: 
Last year when Christmas 
came you were only twenty days 
old .... There were lights in 
the house, and music, and the 
voices of children, but you did not 
seem to notice them .... Perhaps 
you thought that this was the way 
life would always be-candles and 
carols and a great tree in the cor-
ner of the room and that you still 
had time to enjoy them all when 
sleep would become less impor-
tant. . . . I must say that I was 
glad for that. . . . Christmas last 
year was not very happy for many 
of us .... There was sudden death 
under the sky, the gnawing pain 
of separation and loneliness, the 
distant roar of guns, the last surge 
of a dying enemy, the voices of 
little children asking for fathers 
who would never be home for 
Christmas again .... You were 
still too young for all that. ... 
And yet I think that you should 
have some record of your first 
Christmas on earth when you 
grow up to be a man because you 
11 
should remember that the world 
was at low tide and our hearts 
were full of shame. . . . On De-
cember 2 5, 1944, one of our news-
papers brought the following dis-
patch from London, a city where 
little boys, no older than you, 
slept under the earth on Christ-
mas eve: 
LONDON- (AP)-This was Christ-
mas, anno Domini, 1944. A mighty 
organ filled the vaulting darkness of 
London's Westminster Cathedral with 
the throb of "Silent Night" at mid-
night mass. 
Westward an American defense 
line braced for the next hammer blow 
of a German army gambling on a 
knockout punch. 
Bright Christmas trees and lights 
cheered G.I.'s far from home in Red 
Cross clubs and canteens. 
An infantry colonel said, uwe just 
sat up on this hill and mowed them 
down. The whole valley down there 
is littered with their dead." 
The lilt of carols, traditional as 
Yuletide, echoed through deserted 
streets. 
German V-bombs struck northern 
and southern England. One hit a row 
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of houses. A number of children 
were killed. 
Santa Claus came for the first time 
in this war to the Lambeth Walk 
home of the "three little Littles"-
Brenda, Bobby and Charles-who 
were thrice bombed out by the Ger-
mans. 
Berlin mdio said: "Scientists re-
sponsible for the development of 
German V-weapons have been deco-
rated with the Knight's Cross of the 
Iron Cross." 
Postal staff worked overtime to dis-
tribute gradually diminishing moun-
tains of mail for U. S. soldiers over-
seas. 
At a fighter base in England a tight-
lipped commander reported: "Three 
of our lads are missing." 
That was the way it was. . . . 
Now .this year, you are still too 
young to know much about 
Christmas, both what God wanted 
it to be and what we have made 
it. . . . You will look open-eyed 
at the lights and you will rock 
quietly as you hear sweeter music 
than you have ever heard before. 
. . . I am sure, too, that you will 
wonder as little children every-
where have always wondered, at 
the strange beauty of Christmas. 
... The happy people, seemingly 
so much happier than they are at 
any other time .... The music, 
the carols, the lights in every win-
dow throwing a warm promise on 
the snow. . . . I think that I 
should like to tell you something 
about it .... Tonight the wind 
is high and cold around the house 
and the first snow of the new win-
ter is driving against the window 
at my side .... The hour is late, 
perhaps later than I think .... A 
little while ago I carried you up 
to bed and your head was heavy 
with sleep on my shoulder .... It 
seems to be a good time to write 
you a note about Christmas .... 
It happened long ago .... Sixty 
generations of little boys have 
been born, have lived and have 
died since the night when Christ-
mas began. . . . It was in a little 
town on the other side of the 
world, in the reign of the Roman 
Emperor Caesar Augustus, when 
all the world was uneasily at 
peace, and in far-off Rome the 
gates of the Temple of Janus were 
closed. . . . What happened in 
that little town of Bethlehem was 
really nothing very much, the way 
we see things now. . . . A baby 
was born. . . . If there was any-
thing unusual about it, it was 
only that there was no warm cra-
dle for Him and His mother had 
to put Him in a manger from 
which animals ate their straw. 
. . . They were very courteous, 
though, and stood aside and 
looked wonderingly at the strange 
sight-a baby lying on their straw. 
... He looked so small and help-
less that I am sure they were glad . 
to have Him there .... His moth-
er had tried to get a place in the 
inn not far away from the stable 
but there was no more room. . . . 
l 
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And so the oxen and the sheep 
were really the first to do what 
some of us are still doing today, 
standing around the manger, won-
dering at what is going on, and 
glad that He came to bring some 
light into our long winter night 
Outside the stahle, too, things 
were about as they always had 
been. . . . Around the hills and 
pasture there was a great stillness 
and silence .... Most of the peo-
ple had gone to bed. . . . On the 
uplands beyond the town there 
were a few shepherds who had to 
stay awake most of the night 
watching their sheep .... They 
sat by their thornbush fire, talked 
of this and that, and watched the 
faint light dimly showing from 
the stable in the town. . . . Per-
haps I should say here that it is a 
good thing that the story includes 
some sheep .... They are helpless 
creatures, preyed upon by jackals, 
always ready to run away or to get 
themselves entangled in thorn-
bushes, contrary and silly .... 
They need a shepherd to keep an 
eye on them even when they are 
sleeping .... That is why the lit-
tle Baby, when He had grown up 
to be a man, said something about 
being the good shepherd of all of 
us .... 
There they were, the sheep, the 
shepherds, the fire, and all around 
them the deep blue of the winter 
night . . .. Now something strange 
and wonderful happened .... To 
the shepherds, alone in the vast 
and lonely silence of the night, 
there suddenly appeared from 
the sky, unannounced and un-
heralded, the angel of the Lord, 
and about the angel and the shep-
herds there shone the brightness 
of God. . . . We can hardly 
imagine what that was like .... 
Some day we will know just how 
bright and how lovely the light 
of God is, better than all our can-
dles and lights, brighter than the 
sun, whiter than the stars on 
Christmas eve .... The shepherds 
saw something which only a few 
people on earth had ever seen 
before, and you can understand 
that they were really frightened. 
. . . They rose to their feet, the 
sheep began to bleat, and the 
whole hill was astir with the life 
of heaven .... But they did not 
try to run away as we so often do 
when God comes to us .... They 
were no cowards. . . . They just 
stood there, trembling and bewil-
dered, and the glory of the Lord 
covered their shabbiness and 
dressed them with light as it were 
a garment. ... And so the angel, 
seeing their fear, did what God 
had told him to do .... He spoke 
to them and what he said was so 
wonderful that you should re-
member it always: "Fear not; for 
behold, I bring you good tidings 
of great joy, which shall be to all 
people. For unto you is born this 
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day in the city of David a Savior, 
which is Christ the Lord. And 
this shall be a sign unto you: Ye 
shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes lying in a man-
ger." ... And then, just to make 
sure that tliey would not think 
that this was only one angel who 
had come all alone, there sudden-
ly was with him a multitude of 
the heavenly host praising God 
and saying: "Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good 
will toward men," the only song 
they know. . . . Then the angels 
went away, the glory faded from 
he sky, and the shepherds were 
once more alone with their sheep, 
swallowed up in the great and 
lonely silence of the night .... 
Well, what do you think the 
shepherds did? ... They did just 
what you and I would do if some-
body would come rushing into 
the house to tell us that some-
thing great and wonderful had 
happened over on Main Street .... 
We would put on our coats and 
mittens and go to see what it was 
all about .... You see, when God 
comes to tell us something, the 
only thing you can do is to be-
lieve it. . . . There is no sense in 
arguing about it, or wondering if 
it was a dream, or reading books 
to see if it agrees with what wise 
men have said, or worrying about 
your sheep, or staying home to 
tend the fire .... Many people 
still do that when God comes to 
tell them about the Baby born in 
Bethlehem and so they always 
miss the good and great part of 
the story .... They never get to 
the manger. . . . The shepherds 
knew better than that. ... They 
banked their fires, took their staffs, 
called to their sheep and started 
down the hill to Bethlehem. . . . 
What a procession that was! ... 
First the shepherds, silently feel-
ing their way through the dark 
night, guid~d only by the stars 
and the dim flicker of lights in 
the little town, and after the shep-
herds, pattering on the ground, 
the march of the sheep as they 
followed their guardians into the 
City of David. . . . And so they 
finally came to the place where 
the Child was, the silence of the 
night broken by the beat of little 
hooves on the village street and 
the Baby waiting for them as He 
had waited since the beginning of 
the world. . . . They came to the 
stable, and the sheep crowded in 
with the shepherds because it was 
a little warmer inside. . . . And 
now comes the strangest part of 
the story .... With the oxen look-
ing on in wonder, the sheep mill-
ing around, the Baby's mother sit-
ting worn and still, the stars sing-
ing for joy, and the world in 
breathless midnight, the shep-
herds knelt on the earthen floor of 
the stable, and worshipped their 
God and Lord, the . Prince of 
Peace, Emmanuel, very God of 
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very God, Light of lights, the Al-
pha and Omega, the eternal Word 
made flesh ... . 
Perhaps you do not understand 
these last words .... They are not 
easy to understand .... To tell 
the truth, Christmas did not come 
to be understood .... All I know 
-and I know it as I know noth-
ing else in the world-is that the 
baby in the manger was really the 
Son of God Who had come so far 
down from the place where the 
angels live to lie on a bed of straw 
and to exchange the chant of 
cherubim and seraphim for the 
bleating of the sheep and our cry-
ing in the night .... And all we 
can do now is to give ourselves, 
tenderly and ever so gently, to the 
Child because He is the Lamb of 
God Who once was cradled in a 
manger but is now the King of 
kings and the Lord of little chil-
dren everywhere .... 
That's the story of Christmas. 
.... And because it is so great 
and strange and wonderful, peo-
ple once a year remember it and 
are happier than at any other 
time of the year. . . . It seems to 
take away their loneliness, to light 
the solitary places of their souls. 
.... For a brief space they lift 
their faces to the stars and walk 
with a new nobility because God 
is one of them. . . . They see Him 
outlined against their dark, here 
with them now, and the seeing of 
Him is like heaven in their hearts. 
You see, without Christmas we 
are really savage, violent, and ig-
norant creatures, beaten down by 
the pain of our isolation from 
God, of our loneliness, elusive and 
everlasting .... We are alone in 
the night, in the day, in the world. 
. . . The Child had to come to 
keep us company ... To tell us 
that heaven is nearer than we had 
dared to think. . . . To put the 
hope of eternity in our eyes. . . . 
To tell us that the manger is nev-
er empty for those who return to 
it .... 
I know that many years will 
pass before you will understand 
Christmas. . . . In fact, you will 
never understand it completely. 
. . . But you can always believe 
it, always .... If you do, you will 
never lose the wonder in your eyes 
this Christmas eve and the light 
from the star at the top of the 
tree will never go out. . . . Your 
hands, reaching tonight for the 
lights and the toys and the shep-
herds before the creche, will never 
be ashamed to reach for the 
Child .... And you will find with 
Him, I know, a happiness which 
you will never find alone. 
1.~--------------~ 
1Chc l>i\lint in ~hri.stma.s , 
I T was God's angel who ap-peared to the shepherds. 
God's glory shone round about 
them. Christ, the Lord, lay in a 
manger. God's host of angels sud-
denly stood by that single messen-
ger. "God in the highest" received 
the honor and glory of that celes-
tial chorus. God it was whom the 
shepherds believed when they has-
tened to Bethlehem. God it was 
whom they praised when they had 
found the infant Jesus. 
There was, indeed, another side 
to that first Christmas. Mary and 
Joseph were human. The Christ 
in the in anger had a human body. 
The shepherds were human. 
There were other non-divine ele-
ments present in that first Christ-
mas. There were the fields, and 
the sheep, and the darkness, and 
the narrow lanes and humble 
homes in Bethlehem. And there 
was the cave, and the manger. 
There were the swaddling clothes. 
There was much else besides 
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which was not divine. What 
makes the Christmas story what it 
is, the sweetest story ever told, is 
the divine element attaching to 
it. This throws about it a heaven-
ly splendor matched only by the 
divine glory which surrounded 
Jesus Christ at His baptism and 
His transfiguration. 
This divine element in the 
Christmas story is its crowning 
glory. Disregard it, as novelists 
who have written delightful 
Christmas stories have often done, 
and the account of the first Christ-
mas is sheared of its singular beau-
ty. Omit that element as you cele-
brate Christmas at home in the 
company of your loved ones or far 
away from home, and all alone, 
and Christmas leaves the heart 
empty. Omit the divine in Christ-
mas as you buy costly Christmas 
gifts and as you contribute gener-
ously to help those who are in 
need, and Christmas day ends in 
a pang of disillusionment. 
But see and believe the divine 
--------- --~--~---' 
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in Christmas: the Christ of God 
lying in the manger, the glory of 
God on the plains of Bethlehem, 
God's messenger announcing the 
good news, the hymn of the an-
gelic chorus which gives glory to 
God, God's power working faith 
in the shepherds, and the praises 
of these shepherds directed to this 
same God-and Christmas be-
comes a festival of inexpressible 
and abiding joy. For then it means 
that the infant lying in the man-
ger is man's only Savior, that He 
is the Savior of every sinner, that 
only God's love for a sinful world 
moved Him to send into it His 
only Son, that man becomes a be-
liever in the divine message be-
cause God Himself created that 
faith, and that this faith lays hold 
on eternal life. 
~ht ~nn--kctpcr 
B.C. 6 - A.D. 1945 
~ T this time, close upon the 
_a. heels of the annual Thanks-
giving just passed, come the pa-
pers and magazines, their columns 
teeming with Christmas announce-
ments, advertisements, bargains, 
illustrated stories. The holiday 
craze of Christmas shopping is al-
ready taking possession of the 
public mind, and the very atmos-
phere is becoming tremulous with 
the holiday spirit. 
And surely no one should say 
aught against the happy, joyous 
spirit of the Christmas season; for 
may it not be that the Advent was 
planned for December in order 
that the days of mid-winter, ordi-
narily so desolate and drear, 
might be made the more cheery 
and bright? 
But the question may well be 
raised whether in the holiday 
whirl of Christmas shopping, bar-
gain-making, bargain-seeking, self-
ish present-making, and pleasure-
seeking to the extreme even of dis-
sipation, the grand central, his-
toric fact of the Advent of our 
Christ to redeem a lost world is 
not lost sight of-almost, if not 
altogether. 
Surely it must grieve our Lord 
during these passing days, when 
there is so much professed observ-
ance of the anniversary of His 
coming, the event of all events to 
this sin-stricken earth, if after all 
there is lacking the appreciative 
spirit which "giveth life" to it. 
There will, no doubt, be the peri-
odical and wholesale criticism at 
this time of the Bethlehem inn-
keeper who had "no room for the 
Christ" on that far-away Decem-
ber night. But let us not be over-
severe. Could the great, divine 
fact of the Advent have been 
made as plain that cold, drear De-
cember night by Joseph and Mary 
as we understand it after nineteen 
and a half centuries, the best 
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house in Bethlehem and the choic-
est chamber in it would have been 
freely offered as a nursery none 
too good for the wondrous birth. 
Joyously the invitation would 
have been extended-"Come in, 
come in! Take full possession of 
the very best there is. Nothing too 
good for the promised Christ 
Child." 
So, instead of faulting the pub-
lic inn-keeper who, in his igno-
rance, that night answered the 
weary, dust-stained pilgrims with 
a stern refusal, let us rather turn 
our thought, our compassion up-
on the many who, in the gathered 
light of these many long centuries 
streaming from the wondrous Per-
son of our blessed Christ, still say 
to Him as He stands knocking at 
the door of the heart for admit-
tance, ((No room." 
21 J\t\\1 ~ra 
M~l. 
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~HE world was startled a few 
~ months ago when it learned 
that scientists had finally suc-
ceeded in dividing the atom. 
Everywhere men and women de-
clared that a new era had dawned 
-an era pregnant with far more 
possibilities for good or evil than 
any other period in history. Un-
fortunately, altogether too many 
failed to think of Him who said 
long ago through the mouth of 
one of His prophets that He 
would not g1ve His glory to an-
other. 
· Fulsome prophecies are rife to-
day. Some believe and predict that 
man's control over the unfathom-
able power contained in the tiny 
atom will, as time goes on, lead to 
the omnipotence of man himself. 
They should learn and ponder 
the ever significant truth that the 
Godman who was born in Beth-
lehem on the first Christmas Day 
to save mankind from the curse 
and the bondage of sin was, and 
is, the creator of atomic might and 
that His advent into the world 
ushered in an era infinitely more 
important in every way than the 
atomic age. . 
The divided atom has brought 
possibilities for carnage and fright-
ful destruction. Those who speak 
about it most stress its usefulness 
as a weapon. Some want it for 
their protection; some want it as 
a means of satisfying their greed 
and their lust for power. 
Christ's message, on the other 
hand, brought comfort and hope 
into a sin-blackened world; for 
the Babe of Bethlehem became 
flesh of our flesh and bone of our 
bone to deliver mankind from 
eternal destruction. 
The Christmastide of 1945 is, 
and should be, a season of joy. 
At .the same time it is, and should 
be, a season for special thought-
fulness. Millions of men and 
women are not as sure today as 
________ ) 
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they were twenty-five years ago 
that they have waged a war to end 
war. There is too much haggling 
in the world, too much bickering. 
Besides, avowed enemies of the all-
powerful Savior whose birthday 
Christians are commemorating-
enemies sitting in the seats of the 
mighty-are striving to undermine 
Christianity and to substitute for 
it a system of thought and action 
based wholly on godlessness and 
materialism. The followers of Je-
sus Christ therefore have every 
reason to be especially vigilant. 
They must continue to be strong 
in the Lord. 
There are bright rays of hope 
in this sin-scarred and blood-
soaked world. During the Christ-
mas season we remember again 
that God is still merciful, that His 
boundless love is made manifest 
at all times and in all places. The 
Gospel of the one and only Savior 
is proclaimed and accepted in 
many parts of the world. It is 
bound to bear fruit. The almighty 
Babe of Bethlehem is still able to 
confound and smite His foes-
even those foes who are autocratic 
potentates and exercise absolute 
control over the lives of millions 
of human beings. Perhaps He who 
is King of Kings and Lord of 
Lords will make use of some of 
the possibilities inherent in 
atomic power to aid in spreading 
the good tidings of the grace of 
God in Christ Jesus-the true and 
only lastingly important message 
of the Christmastide. 
~tthlrhrm 
~~ ISTORY attaches much signif-
:r).. icance to localities becam;e 
of important events associated 
with these places. Of late three 
cities have become prominent in 
the annals of history. San Fran-
cisco will be remembered because 
there the United Nations drafted 
a charter which is supposed to in-
sure the future peace of the world. 
Potsdam will be identified with 
an agreement between leading 
powers as to the solution of post-
war problems arising from terri-
torial rearrangement of defeated 
countries. Tokyo will go down in 
history as the scene of final sur-
render of the forces which upset 
the equilibrium of the world. 
But all these great events pale 
into insignificance when compared 
with the unostentatious happen-
ing at Bethlehem nearly 2,ooo 
years ago. The birth of Jesus 
Christ in that little town of Judea 
represents God's agreement with 
the human race. It is the divine 
charter establishing the founda-
tion for peace on earth and good 
will toward men. 
God's charter makes no national 
or racial discrimination and sets 
no territorial boundaries. It levies 
no indemnities and exacts no pen-
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alties. On the contrary, it offers 
free and unrestricted re-establish-
ment of a harmonious relation-
ship between an offended Creator 
and a guilty humanity in the gift 
of God's own son as the world's 
Savior and Redeemer. 
To the extent that this charter 
becomes basic for human individ-
uals and society throughout the 
world will the solution of prob-
lems which face the world today 
become hopeful. San Francisco, 
Potsdam, and Tokyo are mean-
ingless unless Bethlehem becomes 
meaningful. 
1tooking )Sack 
~HE scene: a small midwestern 
\\.:1 rural community; the time: 
December 24, in the early go's. 
It was dark at 5 o'clock when 
the Christmas Eve service began. 
The folks had come from far and 
near despite the cold and raw 
weather which indicated the ap-
proach of a blizzard. T earn was 
hitched next to team until not a 
single hitching post was left va-
cant. Some of the folks who had 
come afoot carried lanterns. 
The church, crowded to capac-
ity, was illuminated by kerosene 
lamps clustered in large chan-
deliers and by the myriad candles 
on the huge tree which extended 
far above the side balconies. The 
handpumped pipe organ with all 
its stops drawn was almost inau-
dible when the mighty chorus of 
voices rose from the assembly as 
it opened the service with "Praise 
God the Lord, Ye Sons of Men." 
It was a children's service in 
which the children through recita-
tion and song presented the 
Christmas story. Yes, there were 
excellent two- and three-part ren-
ditions of the old familiar Christ-
mas carols by the children which 
touched the hearts of their elders 
and caused tears to be wiped from 
rugged cheeks. There was no no-
ticeable distraction nor disturb-
ance when occasionally one of the 
vigilant men had to resort to the 
use of the water-soaked sponge at 
the end of his long pole to extin-
guish a suspiciously behaving can-
dle on the tree. Happy children's 
faces marked the recipients of 
simple gifts distributed after the 
close of the service. Then young 
and old, unmindful of the in-
creased rawness of the weather, 
repaired to their homes in glad 
anticipation of the family celebra-
tions of which the church service 
had been the prelude. 
Such reminiscences of one's 
childhood days naturally lead to 
comparisons of past experiences 
with observation of present-day 
Christmas celebrations. The sim-
plicity of the former presents a 
striking contrast to the elaborate-
ness of the present. There was 
then almost a complete absence of 
I 
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the commercial features which 
dominate today and which have 
unfortunately adulterated and ob-
literated the true significance of 
Christmas. The modern complex 
standard of living provides more 
distraction from the real Christ-
mas spirit than did our former 
simple way of life. The very sim-
plicity of the rural environment 
made for a better understanding 
of the rural conditions which set 
the stage, as it were, for the first 
Christmas at Bethlehem-fields, 
sheep and shepherds, a manger in 
a crude inn. 
The artificiality of our day, de-
spite its glamor and glitter, tends 
to obscure rather than enhance 
the understanding of the two con-
cepts basic for a blessed Christ-
mas, namely, abject misery and 
celestial bliss, the cause and ef-
fect of God's great gift to man 
in the birth of His only begotten 
Son for the redemption of a sin-
steeped world. 
«thristmas for 
.fritz and <5rrtchrn 
~RITZ and Gretchen don't really 
,JI. know what Christmas means. 
The pealing bells, the happy 
laughter, the bright toys, jolly St. 
Nicholas- Fritz and Gretchen 
know nothing of these. You see, 
Fritz is only six, and Gretchen 
four-and their minds are filled 
with a different kind of memories, 
memories that make them terribly 
bewildered. To be only bewil-
dered wouldn't be so bad, but 
Fritz and Gretchen are cold and 
hungry, too. 
First there was Papa, going off 
to fight in the war. Papa didn't 
want to fight; he was always so 
kind and merry around the house. 
Fritz and Gretchen never saw 
Papa again. Then there was that 
dreadful night when the scream-
ing bombs kept falling from the 
skies on the little town where 
Fritz and Gretchen lived. Mama 
and Fritz and Gretchen were hud-
dling in the cellar when their 
house came tumbling down. And 
then, all of a sudden, there was 
something queer about Mama. 
She was lying strangely still, and 
there was blood all around. Fritz 
and Gretchen shook her and 
called to her, but Mama just kept 
lying there, still. The children 
cried bitterly over Mama, and 
then some kind neighbors came 
and took them along to their 
house. It wasn't much of a house 
anymore; the roof was gone and 
the front wall was caved in. The 
neighbors had three children of 
their own, too, but they did what 
they could for Fritz and Gretchen. 
Today they heard the Hausfrau 
say: "It will be a sad Christmas 
for the children." 
Fritz and Gretchen have heard 
of a wonderful land across the sea, 
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called "America." In America, (thristmas 1915 9.. 3a. 
people say, all the houses have 
roofs, and all the people have 
warm clothing, and all the little 
children have toys, and there is 
plenty to eat for everyone. Ameri-
ca must be like Heaven, Fritz and 
Gretchen think. 
But they have heard something 
else about America, too. They 
have heard that some people over 
there don't care whether or not 
Fritz and Gretchen are hungry 
and cold this winter-or whether 
they live through the winter at all. 
Because an evil man named Hitler 
brought war and suffering to mil-
lions of people, some folks in 
America seem to think that Fritz 
and Gretchen should be blamed 
for what Hitler did, and that be-
cause he let children in other 
countries starve, German children 
should starve, too. 
Fritz ~nd Gretchen cannot quite 
understand all of that. Especially 
because most Americans say they 
are followers of the Christchild 
who was born to bring peace to 
the whole earth and good will to 
all men. Fritz and Gretchen would 
like to think that the Christchild 
loved them, too. 
Yes, it will be a sad Christmas 
for Fritz and Gretchen, shivering 
in the cold and clutching their 
crusts of bread-unless some peo-
ple in America allow the spirit of 
the Christchild to enter their 
hearts. 
A global war has ended. 
A weary world would turn 
To ways of peace and quiet, 
Where home-fires brightly burn. 
But how can man be happy 
While millions mourn their 
dead; 
While hate and greed and envy, 
Each lifts its ugly head; 
',Yhile children cry for parents, 
While grim diseases stalk, 
While hunger gnaws at vitals, 
While statesmen idly talk? 
Again men lift their voices 
In terror of new foes; 
Is there no balm in Gilead 
To heal a sick world's woes? 
Is there no heart of pity 
To raise us up again 
From vice and filth and evil, 
From wretchedness and pain? 
Is there no hand to guide us 
From darkness into light? 
Is there no power to hasten 
The dawn and end this night? 
And once again at Christmas 
Rings out the old refrain 
Of "Glory in the highest, 
And peace, good will to men"; 
And angels, come from heaven, 
Their glad, good news reveal, 
That men at Bethlehem's manger 
In humbleness may kneel 
And see, with eyes believing, 
The stem of Jesse's rod, 
Their Savior and Redeemer, 








£ For the benefit of the new 
~ readers who at this time are 
becoming more intimately asso-
ciated with the editors of the 
CRESSET we offer this introductory 
paragraph apprising them of what 
they may expect under this cap-
tion. The astrolabe is, or was, my 
dears, an instrument for observ-
ing the position of the celestial 
bodies. Rather an odd name for 
a column in a magazine-until it 
is remembered that that astrolabe 
was used by mariners to tell them 
where they were at. A program 
possibly too ambitious for a de-
partment which is to offer light 
reading after the stronger food in 
the editorials, the Pilgrim, and 
the book reviews. But it shows 
what we are at least striving to 
do, helping each other to know 
what is the time of day-was die 
Glock' geschlagen hat. 
As we approach the year 1946, 
the first new year of the new 
atomic age, it behooves us all to 
know and realize where we are at. 
Please don't expect too much. 
Two or three glimpses a year of 
things as they m-e is all any maga-
zine reader has a right to expect 
from any one editor or columnist. 
At that, if you look up the roster 
on the inside cover page, we 
should at this rate give you two or 
three dozen glimpses of the world 
and the times as they really are, 
and that's worth the subscription 
price, even if we do say it our-
selves, as we shouldn't. 
~ 
BAD SEMICOLON 
Al A very bad one, making us 
- say the opposite we intended. 
Teachers and lovers of good com-
position please notice. It occurs 
on page 24 of the October issue 
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of this magazine. We had been 
demonstrating for a space of five 
pages that it is foolish to feel 
homesick for childhood days and 
to become sentimental over dis-
tant boyhood. Then we say the 
absolute opposite in the closing 
paragraph! All because in the 
ninth line from the end, the 
printer used a semicolon instead 
of the comma, thus altering the 
meaning of the sentence into its 
exact reverse. 
This mishap reminds me of the 
near-disaster which came upon a 
professor of the ancient and fa-
mous University of Louvain who 
devoted his best years to the task 
of refuting the Calvinistic doc-
trine concerning the freedom of 
the will. He studied the fathers 
and without realizing it arrived 
at conclusions that were Calvin-
istic rather than Catholic. Instead 
of detending tree will, as he had 
intended at the beginning, he 
ended by proclaiming predestina-
tion and the lack of freedom of 
the will. When his book appeared, 
certain learned monks of the 
Dominican order fell upon him 
and denounced him to the Pope. 
The Roman experts examined the 
book and discovered 73 heretical 
propositions. However, when this 
decision was closely examined it 
was discovered that one of the 
most vital clauses in the bull was, 
in the absence of a comma, quite 
ambiguous, the meaning differing 
according to the position of this 
comma. The faculty now com-
municated with Rome, and asked 
with all due reverence to be in-
formed of the position in which 
the Holy Father desired the com-
ma to be inserted. The pope, how-
ever, deemed it expedient not to 
give a definite reply, his only an-
swer to the professors taking the 
form of a copy of the bull con-
taining not a single comma. 
That put a stop to the contro-
versy, all hands now being able to 
argue to their hearts' content over 
the question of free will. 
WHEN WORDS DON'T SAY 
WHAT THEY MEAN 
~ Regardless of punctuation, it 
~ is very difficult to compose a 
sentence that cannot possibly be 
misunderstood. Hence the volumi-
nous legal decisions on points 
involving interpretation of lan-
guage. Hence the disastrous charge 
of the Light Brigade at Balaclava 
in the Crimean War. The order 
given out on that fatal October 
25, in 1854, was carelessly worded 
to "charge for the guns." The com-
manding officer meant that some 
British guns which were in an ex-
posed position should be hauled 
out of reach of the enemy. The 
leader of the brigade understood 
jt to mean that the Russian bat-
teries should be charged. A hope-
I 
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less effort in which the British 
force was annihilated. 
In the fascinating book, The 
Reader Over Your Shoulder, Pro-
fessors Graves and Hodge cite a 
curious example of how a simple 
sentence of less than a dozen 
words might have at least seven 
different meanings, according to 
the order in which the words are 
placed. They cite the following 
from the minutes of the Council-
lors transacting business in a bor-
ough meeting. It seems that one 
of the Councillors, Mr. Trafford, 
took exception to the wording of 
a proposed notice at the entrance 
of a city park: "No dogs must be 
brought to this park except on a 
leash." He pointed out that an 
order so worded would not pre-
vent the owner of a dog from re-
leasing his pet from the leash 
when once safely inside the park. 
We now copy out the record of 
the conversation which followed: 
The Chairman (Colonel Vine) : 
"What alternative wording would you 
propose, Councillor?" 
Councillor Trafford: "Dogs are not 
allowed in this park without leashes." 
Councillor Hogg: "Mr. Chairman, 
I object. The order should be ad-
dressed to the owners, not to the 
dogs." 
Councillor Trafford: "That is a 
nice point. Very well, then: 'Owners 
of dogs are not allowed in this park 
unless they keep them on leashes.' " 
Councillor Hogg: "Mr. Chairman, 
I object. Strictly speaking, this would 
prevent me as a dog-owner from leav-
ing my dog in the back garden at 
home and walking with Mrs. Hogg 
across the park." 
Councillor Trafford: "Mr. Chair-
man, I suggest that our legalistic 
friend be asked to redraft the notice 
himself.'' 
Councillor Hogg: "Mr. Chairman, 
since Councillor Trafford finds it so 
difficult to improve on my original 
wording, I accept. 'Nobody without 
his dog on a leash is allowed in this 
park.'" 
Councillor Trafford: "Mr. Chair-
man, I object. Strictly speaking, this 
notice would prevent me, as a citizen 
who owns no dog, from walking in 
the park without first acquiring one." 
Councillor Hogg (with some 
warmth): "Very simply, then: 'Dogs 
must be led in this park.' " 
Councillor Trafford: "Mr. Chair-
man, I object: this reads as if it were 
a general injunction to the Borough 
to lead their dogs into the park." 
Councillor Hogg interposed a re-
mark for which he was called to or-
der; upon his withdrawing it, it was 
directed to be expunged from the 
Minutes. 
The Chairman: "Councillor Traf-
ford, Councillor Hogg has had three 
tries; you have had only two ... .'' 
Councillor Trafford: "All dogs 
must be kept on leashes in this park.'' 
The Chairman: "I see Councillor 
Hogg rising quite rightly to raise an-
other objection. May I anticipate him 
with another amendment: 'All dogs 
in this park must be kept on the 
leash.'" 
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This draft was put to the vote 
and carried unanimously. 
THE RECEPTION WAS FINE 
~ The incident is told by Paul 
- A. Porter, Chairman of the 
Federal Communications Com-
mission, in a contribution to the 
American Magazine for October. 
On a recent summer afternoon in 
the New Hampshire mountains, a fa-
mous American scientist and a group 
of friends were listening via a local 
station to the broadcast of a sym-
phony. What happened next so en-
raged him that he wrote a long letter 
to the broadcasting company, with a 
copy to the Federal Communications 
Commission (FCC), Washington, D. C. 
"The reception was fine," he wrote. 
"The mood was nothing short of ec-
static as these · supreme artists, work-
ing for probably five million Ameri-
cans, interpreted grandly a symphony 
little known to me. Its conclusion left 
me and my myriads of listening col-
leagues breathless with admiration 
and wonder .... 
"And then suddenly ... before we 
could defend ourselves, a squalling, 
dissonant, nasty, singing commercial 
(from the local station) burst in on 
the mood." 
The scientist snapped off the radio, 
dashed to the pantry, found some 
boxes of the advertised article, and 
hurled them into a near-by ravine. 
Then he swore a mighty oath never 
again to allow the offending product 
in his house. 
The incident is reassuring to 
some of us who have long ago 
started a black-list of commercial 
products advertised over the radio 
in such a manner as to offend the 
sensibilities. It seems now that 
others are sensitive to the s~me 
degree, or more so. We have not 
yet raided the pantry or medicine 
chest for offending articles and 
hurled them into a ravine. Pos-
sibly because we have no ravine. 
From the standpoint of art, the 
squealing vocal announcements 
spelling out the names of some 
product in the form of a chant are 
easily worst. Then there are the 
screeching voices which yell at our 
children to eat this or that if they 
want to be as efficient as some fic-
tional character. 
We have trained ourselves to 
leap up and snap off the radio 
when the commercial announce-
ment follows the news comment 
or the symphony program, and 
tune in again when the announce-
ment is over. The other day I 
turned back a little too soon and 
was treated to the advertisement 
of a commercial product which 
solves the problem how to get 
diapers clean without boiling 
them. 
Then. there is the long parade 
of headaches, coughs, aching mus-
cles, stained teeth, unpleasant full 
feeling, and gastric hyperacidity 
that gives the great American ra-
J 
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dio broadcasting system its pecul-
iar chara<::ter. It was really worse 
when the war in Europe was still 
on. Often, when news broadcasts 
reached sublime heights, as when 
they told of the liberation of War-
saw, of the battle of Bastogne; 
events of heroic proportions, the 
pause between areas of the Euro-
pean War was filled up by adver-
tisers who deal in palliatives for 
bodily aches and pains, stomach 
acidity and gas, body odors, en-
larged pores, and bad breath. A 
newscaster describes how Japanese 
bombs plowed up an important 
American landing field, then with 
just a small change of inflection 
he adds "And if your face feels 
plowed up after shaving, you 
should shave with Such-and-
Such." 
During a news round-up report-
ers describe a great Allied assault 
that won the Rhine bridgehead. 
With hardly a pause a record is 
switched in of a lady saying to a 
druggist, "My family's feeling un-
der par-not really sick, but dull 
and tired and nervous"; and the 
druggist replying, "That may 
mean vitamin deficiency; I rec-
ommend Blank's pills .... Two 
cents a day." 
To such indignities we are 
treated when one of the greatest 
human inventions is able to help 
us be accessories to the events of 
what is, doubtless, the most com-
pelling story in the time of man. 
There is some comfort in the 
thought that several leading sta-
tions-like KSD in St. Louis and 
WJR in Detroit-have eliminated 
middle commercials in news and 
that announcers like Vandercook 
and Raymond Gram Swing are 
aiding in the clean-up. 
~ AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Some Treasured Recordings 
[CONTINUED J 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
h Has much learning made some 
• . of the musicologists mad? I 
am referring to those pundits and 
near-pundits who are constantly 
finding fault with the workman-
ship in Franz Schubert's larger 
compositions. It is said that the 
great master never knew when 
and where to stop, it is dinned 
into our ears that he was addicted 
to vain repetition, and it is stated 
time and again that he was often 
amateurish in his writing. Schu-
bert's counterpoint is one of the 
favorite targets of the professional 
flaw-pickers. 
Two musicians were discussing 
Schubert's Symphony No. 2 in B 
Flat Major. The one made bold 
to say that in his opinion it is a 
great work of art, and he added 
that he could not understand how 
a mere stripling could have con-
ceived and written a masterpiece 
of. such enthralling beauty. The 
other unburdened himself of 
scathing remarks about Schubert's 
craftsmanship. "If I had written 
that particular work when I was 
studying composition," he de-
clared, "and had brought it to 
my teacher for approval or disap-
proval, it would have been con-
demned out of hand. The work-
manship is crude. Any gifted and 
industrious student of the art of 
composition should be able to 
turn out work far better than one 
finds in the score of Schubert's 
Second." Opinions differ. 
Why argue? Is there not an art 
which conceals art? Schubert, it 
seems to me, was one of those 
heaven-sent artists who did not 
wear their craftsmanship on their 
sleeves. Furthermore, I refuse to 
believe that Schubert did not 
know his business, and I reject as 
wholly untenable the widely cir-
culated notion that much of his 
writing was largely instinctive. 
Close association with master-
l 
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pieces and near-masterpieces had 
taught the young Schubert much 
about the art of composition. 
Maybe he had not memorized 
dozens upon dozens of rules; but 
his fine craftsmanship had come 
into being as a result of a thor-
ough familiarity 'with many a 
work of genuine worth. His own 
excellent workmanship sprang 
from a careful study of the ex-
cellent workmanship of others. In 
his boyhood days he played string 
quartets with his father and his 
brothers. As time went on, the 
small ensemble grew into an or-
chestra. 
I have written these prelimin-
ary remarks because I intend to 
talk for a while about variations 
in music and because I want to 
mention a number of recordings 
in which the art of writing varia-
tions is exemplified in an excep-
tionally skillful manner. 
One could go through the sec-
ond movement of Schubert's Sec-
ond with a fine-tooth comb and 
point out that Bach, for example, 
or Handel or Mozart or Brahms 
or Max Reger would have re-
vealed a more extensive command 
of the ins and outs of contrapun-
tal writing if they had composed 
the variations. But is it wise, fair, 
or proper to find fault with the 
mighty melodist merely because 
he did not, and could not, com-
pose after the fashion of Bach, 
Handel, Mozart, Brahms, or Re-
ger? Schubert's writing has ease, 
simplicity, and fluency. There is 
no trace of ineptness in the varia-
tions. It is true that there are 
no awe-inspiring intricacies; but 
there is awe-inspiring melodic 
beauty, and-to my thinking at 
least-there is awe-inspiring fluen-
cy. Can anyone ever forget the 
entrancing theme of the second 
movement of Schubert's Second? 
It sings its way into one's heart, 
and it remains in the heart as a 
lasting and priceless treasure. 
Only a great master could have 
indited the theme and variations 
that make up the Andante of the 
Second. If those who constantly 
strive to discover defects in Schu· 
bert's way of writing could pro-
duce anything as important and 
as valuable in the world of art as 
Schubert's Second, one might be 
tempted to lend more than one 
sympathetic ear to their divaga-
tions. Is there any reason why one 
cannot predict with the utmost 
confidence that the composition, 
which was begun before Schubert 
had observed his eighteenth birth-
day and was completed a little 
more than a month after that 
. event, will outlast all the fault-
finding lucubrations of pundits 
and near-pundits? 
Listen to the recording of Schu-
bert's Second as played by the Co-
lumbia Broadcasting Symphony 
Orchestra under Howard Barlow 
(Columbia Album 420). Do you 
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not prefer the ease, the simplicity, 
the fluency, and the indescribably 
beautiful melodibusness of Schu-
bert to the vain cackling of the 
flaw-picking Beckmessers? 
A Grt~at Melodist 
t\ I hasten to state that not even 
1f the most learned of those who 
attempt to discover blemishes in 
some of Schubert's writing ever 
deny, or even seem to deny, that 
the composer was a master-melo-
dist and one of the greatest song-
writers the world has . ever seen. 
How could they? 
Schubert-like Bach, Handel, 
Brahms, Richard Strauss, and oth-
ers-sometimes resorted to what 
one may designate as self-quota-
tion. In the second movement of 
his Quartet No. 14, in D Minor 
he made use of a part of his song 
entitled Death and the Maiden. 
Listen to Marian Anderson, the 
famous Negro contralto, sing the 
deathless lied (Victor disc 1862) ; 
then turn to a recording of the 
Quartet in D Min or as performed 
by the Roth String Quartet (Co-
lumbia Album 269). Are you in-
fluenced to any degree whatever 
by those who maintain that Schu-
bert's craftsmanship is amateurish 
in quality, or do you agree with 
me when I declare that no mere 
dabbler could have indited the 
impres.sive and inspiring theme 
and the deftly made variations? 
Perhaps I should state in pass-
ing that Schubert was fond of em-
ploying the dacty lie meter. Note 
how effectively he uses it in Death 
and the Maiden. Beethoven, you 
know, has the same meter in the 
Allegretto of his Symphony No.7. 
Die Forelle (The Trout) is the 
sum and substance of the fourth 
movement of Schubert's Quintet 
in A Major, for Piano, Violin, Vi-
ola, 'Cello, and Double Bass, Op. 
114, which is played with uncom-
monly fine artistry by Artur 
Schnabel, pianist, members of the 
Pro Arte String Quartet, and Al-
fred Hobday, bass violinist (Vic-
tor AI bum 3 12) . Again I ad vise 
you to listen first to the wonder-
ful lied itself. It is sung by Miss 
Anderson with Kosti Vehanen at 
the piano (Victor disc 1862). The 
A Major Quintet is known as the 
Trout Quintet. In the fourth 
movement there are six variations 
of-or on-the song. All are con-
structed with the artistry which, 
by dint of painstaking care and 
study and by the alchemy of un-
fathomable genius, has thorough-
ly mastered the great art of con-
cealing art. 
Consider the piano part of Die 
Forelle. Is it not infinitely more 
than a mere accompaniment? Ob-
serve how skillfully Schubert has 
used the leaping figure in some of 
the variations. 
The art of devising variations is 
intensely fascinating. Now and 
then composers literally lift the 
--~' 
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faces of the themes they use. 
When Eduard Hanslick, of the 
sharp and vitriolic pen, saw his 
friend Brahms with a full beard 
for the first time, he wrote that 
the resulting change in the com-
poser's looks reminded him of one 
of the typical Brahmsian varia-
tions. 
Sir Edward Elgar resorted to 
much ingenious face-lifting as he 
toyed with the theme which serves 
as the basis of his Enigma Varia-
tions. He himself said of the 
work: 
It is true that I have sketched, for 
their amusement and mine, the idio-
syncrasies of fourteen of my friends, 
not . necessarily musicians; but this is 
a personal matter and need not have 
been mentioned publicly; the Varia-
tions should stand simply as a "piece 
of music." 
The Enigma VaYiationsJ which, 
by the way, sometimes smell 
strongly of sweat and midnight 
oil, are played in a competent 
manner by the B. B. C. Symphony 
Orchestra under Sir Adrian Boult 
(Victor Album 475). 
There is much skill but little 
actual face-lifting in Anton Aren-
sky's Variations on a Theme by 
Tchaikovsky. The composition is 
based on Events in the Garden. of 
the Infant ChristJ from Tchai-
kovsky's Sixteen Children's SongsJ 
Op. 54. In one of the variations 
there is an unmistakable allusion 
to the well-known Andante Can-
tabile of Tchaikovsky's _Quartet 
in D Major. The composition is 
played by the NBC String Sym-
phony Orchestra under Frank 
Black (Victor Album 390). 
Breath-taking Skill 
t\ Mozart's skill is breath-taking. 
•. More than one scholar has de-
clared that not even the renowned 
Bach himself excelled him in the 
art of devising graceful, fluent, 
and, shall I say, fluid counter-
point. I could discuss numerous 
compositions in which Mozart re-
vealed with what amazing deft-
ness he could construct variations; 
but I shall mention only two. His 
Concerto No. 24J in C MajorJ for 
Piano and Orchestra (K. 49I )J 
which is performed with consum-
mate artistry by Robert Casade-
sus in conjunction with the Or-
chestre Symphonique of Paris un-
der Eugene Bigot (Columbia Al-
bum 356), is one of my favorite 
piano concertos. It is a master-
piece loaded to the gunwales 
with rich and imperishable beau-
ty. The third movement is a 
theme, eight masterfully con-
structed variations, and a coda. 
Next I shall urge you to hear 
again and again Mozart's Trio 
No. 7J in G MajorJ for PianoJ Vio-
linJ and 'Cello (K. 564 )J which is 
played in a truly admirable man-
ner by Mme. Walter Lang, pi-
anist, Walter Kagi, violinist, and 
Franz Hindermann, 'cellist (Co-
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lumbia Album X-81). The work 
is studded with many priceless 
jewels. Listen with particular at-
tentiveness to the second move-
ment. It is a theme and variations. 
Can one ever blot out such ravish-
ing beauty from the memory? 
Here you have Mozart the master-
melodist and Mozart the master-
craftsman. 
The spirit often moved Bee-
thoven to devise variations. His 
Introduction and Variations on 
the Theme~ uzch bin der Schnei-
der Kakadu/' Op. 121 a is seldom 
heard; but it is brimful of what, 
for want of a more apposite ex-
pression, I shall call the typical 
Beethovenian humanness. Erling 
Bloch, violinist, Torben Svend-
sen, 'cellist, and Lund Christian-
sen, pianist, play the composition 
in a highly praiseworthy manner 
(Victor Album 729). 
Think of the moving theme 
and variations which make up the 
second movement of Beethoven's 
mighty Sonata in F M inor7 Op. 
57 (Appassionata). I shall men-
tion recordings of this majestic 
work by Edwin Fischer (Victor 
Album 279) , Rudolf Serkin (Vic-
tor Album 583), and Artur Ru-
binstein (Victor Album 1018). 
All are excellent. It is fascinating 
to compare the readings given by 
the three great pianists. 
Artur Rubinstein, pianist, J as-
cha Heifetz, violinist, and the late 
Emanuel Feuermann, 'cellist, pre-
sent a thrilling performance of 
Beethoven's beautiful Trio No. 77 
in B Flat Major (Archduke)~ Op. 
97 (Victor Album 949). The 
third movement consists of a 
theme impressively noble in char-
acter and a series of equally im-
pressive variations. 
You will find enchanting me-
lodiousness and remarkable work-
manship in the Andante Canta-
bile of Beethoven's Quartet in A 
Major) Op. 18~ No. 5) which is 
played in an admirable manner 
by the Coolidge Quartet (Victor 
Album 716). 
[TO BE CONTINUED] 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
RICHARD STRAuss. Till Eulenspiegel's 
Merry Pranks, Op. 28. The Boston 
Symphony Orchestra under Serge 
Koussevitzky.-This superb per-
formance is engraved on the new, 
ruby-red, nonbreakable, plastic 
discs. Victor Album DV-1. $4·73· 
GEORGES BIZET. Music from Carmen. 
The New York City Symphony Or-
chestra under LeoP.old Stokowski.-
Excellent performances of the fol-
lowing excerpts from Bizet's great 
opera: Prelude, Aragonaise, Inter-
mezzo, Dragoons of Alcala, Noc-
____ I 
R Jributt to tht Holy thild 
I N some drear place where war has been And peace is now, this Christmastide 
Shall have a meaning new and wonderful, 
As in a former day when man came forth 
From darkness into light and gave a tribute, 
Sweet and still, to this blest Child of Bethlehem. 
Once more the humble and the lowly meek 
Shall build their little creche or manger scene. 
The animals and figures will be crude 
But they will stand around a Little Child 
And be the symbol of the carver's and the painter's love 
For Him Who came to lift their load 
And give them help and comfort and new peace. 
Forgiveness was and is the need of man 
And only those who humbly come and kneel 
Before the manger-throne of Bethlehem's Child 
Shall ever know the saving love of God. 
No other help shall ever bring them peace. 
The vain discussions of the greatest men 
Are failing fast and will be all in vain 
Unless the love and faith that flamed 
So long ago shall rise and shine again. 
It need not be on canvas with imperishable paint, 
Or in the stronger skill. of carver's hands 
And pounding mallet, nor in the finer 
Skills of silver-and of goldsmith's art. 
It need not be the haunting song and music 
Of a silent night and angel voices clear, 
Nor need it be the vital richness of a sermon 
Or a Christmas choir, or trees, all bright 
And dazzling with their light and shine. 
It can be, and it must, in our forgetful world, 
Be something like the love of God 
That once came down so long ago 
While angels sang of peace in Christ alone 
And made the madness of the Caesars stop, 
And sent a humble band of faithful men 
To be the fearless witnesses of that blest peace 
In all the world and bring that peace and light 
That wars can only interrupt but not destroy. 
I 
ADALBERT R. KRETZMANN 
-----~---~ 




--Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum of Art 
Madonna and Child 
Carlo Crivelli 
;--<:ourtesy of the Metropolitan Museum of Art 
The Virgin and Child 
French. XIV Century 
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Flight into Egypt 
William Blake 
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turne Bullfight, Habanera, Chang-
ing the Guard, March of the Smug-
glers, Gypsy Dance, and Minuet 
and Farandole. The melodies of 
Carmen hold their own and wear 
exceedingly well. Their unusual 
quality is impressed upon the mind 
with particular clarity when one 
considers how deftly and with what 
striking appositeness they are fused 
into the story. Victor Album 1002. 
$4·73· 
FRANZ PETER ScHUBERT. Symphony 
No. 6, in C. The London Philhar-
monic Orchestra under Sir Thomas 
Beecham, Bart.-It is good to have 
a recording of this beautiful but 
sadly neglected work. Sir Thomas' 
reading is admirable. A performance 
of the Rondo from Mozart's Eine 
kleine Nachtmusik is included in 
the set. Victor Album 1014. $4·73· 
RoBERT ScHUMANN. Concerto in A 
Minor, for Piano and Orchestra, 
Op. 54· Claudio Arrau, pianist, and 
the Detroit Symphony Orchestra 
under Karl Krueger.- Arrau and 
Krueger give a sensitive exposition 
of Schumann's fine composition. 
Victor Album 1009. $4·73· 
SELECTIONS FROM FAMOUS OPERAS. 
Mira, 0 Norma! from Vincenzo 
Bellini's Norma. Zinka Milanov, 
soprano, and Margaret Harshaw, 
contralto, with the Victor Orches-
tra under Frieder Weissmann. Vic-
tor disc 11-8924. Pace, Pace, Mio• 
Dio, from Giuseppe Verdi's La For-
za del Destino, and Voi lo Sapete, 
from Pietro Mascagni's Cavalleria 
Rusticana. Zinka Milanov, sopra-
no, with the Victor Orchestra un-
der Frieder Weissmann. Victor disc 
11-8927. Chanson du Toreador, 
from Georges Bizet's Carmen, and 
Largo al Factotum, from Gioacchi-
no Rossini's Barber of Seville. Leon-
ard Warren, baritone, with the Vic-
tor Orchestra under William Tar-
rasch. Victor disc 11-8744· Miser-
ere, from Giuseppe Verdi's Il Tro-
vatore. Zinka Milanov, soprano, 
and Jan Peerce, tenor, with the Vic-
tor Orchestra under Frieder Weiss-
mann. Al Nostri Monti, from Il 
Trovatore. Kerstin Thorborg, mez-
zo-soprano, and Jan Peerce, tenor, 
with the Victor Orchestra under 
Sylvan Levin. Victor disc 11-8782. 
Parmi Veder le Lagrime, from Ver-
di's Rigoletto, and De' Miei Bollen-
ti Spiriti, from Verdi's La Traviata. 
Jan Peerce, tenor, with the Victor 
Orchestra under Sylvan Levin. Vic-
tor disc 11-8926. So ist es denn aus 
mit den Ewigen, from Richard 
Wagner's Die Walkure, and Einsam 
wachend in der Nacht, from Wag-
ner's Tristan und Isolde. Blanche 
Thebom, mezzo-soprano, with the 
Victor Orchestra under Frieder 
Weissmann. Victor disc 11-8928. 
Farewell and Death of Boris, from 
Modest Moussorgsky's Boris Godou-
noff. Alexander Kipnis, basso, with 
the Victor Orchestra and Chorus 
under Nicolai Berezowsky. Victor 
disc 11-8925.-A veritable operatic 
feast. The recordings are excep-
tionally fine. The price of each disc 
is $1.05. 
READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff 
----------'~~--------------------------------------
Yesterday, Today, and 
Tomorrow 
THE KILLING OF THE PEACE. 
By Alan Cranston. The Viking 
Press, New York. 1945. 304 pages. 
$2.50. 
AA1ERICA'S PLACE IN THE 
WORLD. By Nathaniel Peffer. 
The Viking Press, New York. 1945. 
236 pages. $2.75. 
W HY did the United States re-fuse lo join the League of Na-
tions after World War I? Did the 
powerful country which had made a 
decisive contribution to the victory of 
the Allies, hold itself aloof from the 
international organization because 
the rank and file of its citizens 
smelled danger and dynamite? Did 
the Senate vote for rejection of the 
plan because John Q. Public let it 
be known in no uncertain terms that 
there was no widespread disposition 
to become affiliated with the concert 
of powers? Had the nation as a whole 
made up its collective mind that iso-
lationism was the proper policy to 
pursue, or was the Senate's decision 
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to say no determined and brought 
to a head by party politics? In other 
words, did the League of Nations 
eventually lose the clay in the United 
States because public opinion con-
demned it or because the Republi-
cans outnumbered, outmaneuvered, 
and outvoted the Democrats? 
Politicians, diplomats, historians, 
journalists, cracker-box philosophers, 
and ordinary human beings will de-
bate these questions for many years 
to come. They will argue either for 
or against the momentous vote of the 
Senate on the basis of their own con-
victions, their own suspicions, their 
own investigations, and their own po-
litical leanings. It will be difficult for 
them to be entirely objective; for ac-
counts of the adventures of the 
League of Nations in the minds and 
on the lips of the august Senators 
who had the power to say either yes 
or no are still beclouded and be-
smudged by the none-too-clean smoke 
and the none-too-savory aroma of 
party politics. 
Alan Cranston's The Killing of the 
Peace seems to show beyond any pos-
sibility of reasonable doubt that 
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Henry Cabot Lodge and those who 
prompted, supported, and applauded 
him murdered the League of Nations 
because they abhorred Woodrow Wil-
son and all his works. They would 
have none of the man in the White 
House and none of that man's 
League. Their strategy was as inge-
nious as it was crude and brusque. 
They would slay the League by means 
of reservations. They would let noth-
ing stand in their way. 
Mr. Cranston's carefully document-
ed book should be read and digested 
· by all those who are eager to dig to 
the roots of some of the most signifi-
cant trends and events in our land 
since the destiny-laden days of World 
War I. It would be a serious mistake, 
however, for anyone to turn up the 
nose at accounts written by men who 
do not see eye to eye with Mr. Cran-
ston. A painstaking comparison of di-
vergent views and a judicious weigh-
ing of all available evidence, coupled 
with an exhaustive examination of the 
happenings and the leading actors 
on the great stage of the world dur-
ing the past quarter-century will, as 
time goes on, enable one to sift truth 
from fiction, slander, and tendentious 
falsification. 
While studying the sad fate of the 
League of Nations one shoula try to 
look into the future. Nathaniel Pef-
fer's well-written book entitled Amer-
ica's Place in the World will give in-
valuable assistance. Where does the 
United States stand today? Has it lost 
freedom of action? Has it forfeited its 
independence? Will it become in-
volved in future wars against all its 
hopes or in clear accordance with its 
will? Can our country "declare itself 
out of the world"? Can it prevent 
wars from arising? 
Mr. Peffer discusses these questions 
and many more in a stimulating man-
ner. He points out with sharp logic 
that the measures taken to meet ac-
tual, possible, and probable situations 
"will affect the generations that fol-
low the close of the Second World 
War no less profoundly than the deci-
sions taken between 1776 and 1787 
affected the one hundred and fifty 
years that followed." Aggressors must 
be curbed by "the imposition of inter-
national jurisdiction over the acts of 
nations threatening the peace." Oth-
erwise 
there can be no advance toward a civili-
zation in which peace is the normal state 
and not, as now, the uneasy interlude 
between wars. . . . If the international 
organization fails, either for lack of good 
faith or because it is sabotaged by the 
Great Powers, if the age-old struggle for 
paramountcy in Europe or for colonial 
possessions is resumed, it (the step to 
curb aggressors] should be taken. But 
not until then, not until all else has 
failed and there is no other hope. 
Stranger Than Fiction 
CHICAGO MURDERS. By Elizabeth 
Bullock and Others. Edited by 
Sewell Peaslee Wright. Duell, 
Sloane and Pearce, New York. 1945. 
213 pages. $2.75. 
T ALES of murder have a strange and powerful fascination for most 
people, especially when the hunt for 
the guilty is long and arduous and 
calls for much ingenuity. The enor-
mous popularity of mystery fiction, 
which almost invariably centers about 
one or more violent deaths, is proof 
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of this fact. There are those, on the 
other hand, who prefer accounts of 
actual murders to the most ingeni-
ous creations of mystery writers, and 
such are likely to be interested in the 
"Regional Murder Series," of which 
Chicago Murders is the second vol-
ume, New York Murders having been 
the first. 
From the long roster of Chicago 
murders seven have been selected for 
inclusion in this book, each being 
presented by a different author. The 
narratives, as is to be expected in 
such an arrangement, are of unequal 
merit. The first story, dealing with 
the crimes of Dr. Cream, in 188o, is 
well written, but the author's flippant 
way of speaking about murder as if 
it were a fine art was very offensive 
to us. Elizabeth Bullock, reporting on 
the Rock Island Express Murder of 
1886, pulls a prize boner. She starts 
out by asserting that at the time of 
which she speaks "Mrs. O'Leary's 
cow had not yet kicked over the lan-
tern" which started the Chicago fire. 
Yet that remarkable kick was deliv-
ered in 1871-fifteen years earlier. 
Just a slip of the pen? Alas, no. At 
the close of her contribution Miss (or 
Mrs.) Bullock tells us that she could 
not consult the relevant court records 
because they "were burned in the 
great Chicago fire." One's confidence 
in the good lady's accuracy of state-
ment becomes a bit shaky. 
There are inaccuracies also in 
"The Case of H. H. Holmes." The 
so-called "Holmes castle" in Engle-
wood was neither "an enormous edi-
fice," nor was it, in any sense known 
to us, "magnificent." How do we 
know? We passed it hundreds of 
times. The stories of the Orpet-
Lambert and the Wynekoop cases 
are well done, while the presentation 
of the Peacock case, by LeRoy F. Mc-
Hugh, seemed to us by all odds the 
best selection in the book. The long-
est of the narratives, by Nellise Child, 
deals with the murder of Joseph Bol-
ton. It is one of those things in which 
the author from time to time lets you 
in (in italics) on the private thoughts 
of the villain or villainess. In fiction 
such mindreading, in modest doses, 
is endurable. In a story offered as a 
factual narrative, it is an imposition 
and an impertinence. 
Bittersweet Memories 
WITH NO REGRETS: AN AUTO-
BIOGRAPHY. By Krishna Nehru. 
An Asia Press Book. The John Day 
Company, New York. 1945. 160 
pages. $2.00. 
T HE problem of India looms large on the cloud-darkened horizon of 
the post war world. Recent events 
seem to indicate that the time is not 
far distant when the seething unrest 
of India's millions will reach fever 
pitch. With No Regrets offers no spe-
cific solution for the political, social, 
and economic ills which have dulled 
the luster of "the brightest jewel in 
the British crown." The autobiog-
raphy of Krishna Nehru is a simple, 
engaging, human document. It is a 
political document only in the sense 
that it makes an eloquent plea for 
freedom for Krishna's countrymen. It 
offers a revealing glimpse of the depth 
of feeling which motivates the follow-
ers of Mohandas Gandhi in their 
J 
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struggle to throw off the hated yoke 
of British imperialism. 
With No Regrets was written three 
years ago. The year 1942 was an un-
happy one for Krishna Nehru. Her 
husband, Raja Hutheesing, her fa-
mous brother, Jawaharlal Nehru, 
and thousands of India's political 
leaders were in prison. Arrests and 
imprisonments were an old story in 
the Nehru family. Krishna, her moth-
er, her sister, her brilliant father, 
Pandit Motilal Nehru, her brother, 
and her sister-in-law, Kamala, had 
been in prison many times. This time, 
however, the uncertainty and fear of 
the darkest period of the war deep-
ened Krishna's sense of grief and 
anxiety. She says: 
During all these months of chaos and 
loneliness many memories have come 
crowding into my mind. Just to keep my 
mind occupied, I started scribbling them 
down and gradually these memories and 
reminiscences have taken the shape of a 
book. Writing it, I have relived many of 
the days of my childhood and onwards. 
They have been pleasant memories and 
sad ones, and I have laughed as well as 
wept over many an incident of days gone 
by. They have given me some pleasure, 
a great deal of peace and often a little 
heartache. 
Krishna Nehru's childhood was sin-
gularly happy. It was free from many 
of the restrictions usually imposed 
upon Hindu children. Her father, 
Motilal Nehru, a Kashmiri Brahmin, 
was a man of great wealth and high 
position. A liberal in his political 
thinking, the eminent lawyer boldly 
brushed aside hampering, age-old tra-
ditions and customs. Krishna was 
twelve years old when the cruel mas-
sacre at J allianwala Bagh caused her 
father to become a follower of Mo-
handas Gandhi. Until that time Moti-
lal had not favored his son's support 
of the Satyagrapha Movement. Now, 
however, he threw himself into the 
struggle without reservations. He 
gave up his lucrative law practice, 
and the easy, luxurious life in the 
Nehrus' palatial home underwent 
radical changes. The new way of life 
of the Nehrus was one of uncertainty 
sacrifice, heartache, and sorrow. Look 
ing back, Miss Nehru declares: 
Life was not either happy or smooth 
for any of us. For thousands of us, all 
over the world and especially for us in 
India, there can be no rest or peace 
now, until freedom is won, whatever the 
cost may be. If suffering and hardship 
are to be the lot of a lifetime, we must 
resign ourselves to them and carry on 
with our work, hoping to create a hap-
pier world for our children to live in, 
even if happiness and contentment is 
denied us. . . . What helps me not to 
lose courage completely or give up hope 
is the firm conviction in the justice of 
our cause. It is not only our cause but 
the cause of the common man all over 
the world. 
Much Left Unsaid 
THE RUSSIAN STORY: The Com-
ing of Age of a Great People. By 
Nicholas Mikhailov. Sheridan 
House, New York. 1945. 191 pages. 
$2.75· 
THE PATTERN OF SOVIET POW-
ER. By Edgar Snow. Random 
House, New York. 1945. 219 pages. 
Illustrated. $2.75. 
N ICHOLAS MIKHAILOV, a prominent Soviet historian and geographer, 
has written a sketchy and rhapsodic 
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history of Russia. The book is easy 
and pleasing to read. Much is said, 
and much is left unsaid. The author 
began the volume when "the Ger-
mans were at the gates of Moscow, 
bombing the city from the air"; he 
completed it when victory had been 
won and the Red Army was in Ber-
lin. "Its first pages," says Mikhailov, 
"were written in semi-darkness when 
the house in which I lived was shaken 
by terrible explosions, when the aw-
ful wail of air alarms filled the air." 
Since, as the author states, "the Rus-
sians have come to know themselves 
better in this mortal struggle," he 
wants "their friends, too, to know 
them better" and to learn more about 
those "who have given so unstintingly 
of their blood that all peoples may 
be equal." A running account of the 
ebb and flow of the Nazi-Soviet war 
is interlaced with the historical narra-
tive. 
The Russian Story is propaganda 
pure and simple. In the main it is a 
beautifully written eulogy of the Sov-
iet regime and its accomplishments 
in government, in the field of eco-
nomics, in literature, and in the fine 
arts. It is worth reading; but those 
who drink at Mikhailov's sparkling 
fountain should not neglect to draw 
water from the wells of those writers 
who deny that the U.S.S.R. has ush-
ered in a period of joy, prosperity, 
and righteousness. 
The Pattern of Soviet Power pre-
sents the views and the conclusions 
of an able correspondent who strives 
ever so valiantly to be objective. It is 
interesting to compare Edgar Snow's 
analysis of the character and the ac-
tions of Stalin with what Alexander 
Barmine has written about the Gen-
eralissimo in One Who Survived. 
Snow explains why the U.S.S.R. is 
determined to establish a Polish state 
which will not be hostile to Russian 
plans for the future, why the Soviet 
policy with respect to the Balkans is 
what it actually is, and why the 
U.S.S.R. is insisting on a complete 
de-Hitlerization of Germany. His an-
alysis of the Soviet government's at-
titude toward Chiang Kai-shek and 
toward the Chinese Communists is 
evidently based on painstaking obser-
vation; but some of the statements 
must be re-examined in the light of 
events that have taken place since 
the completion of the book. Mr. 
Snow is firmly convinced that Stalin 
does not intend to try to bolshevize 
Europe. The U.S.S.R., declares the 
author of The Pattern of Soviet Pow-
er, needs and wants "as long a peace 
as the world can arrange." He main-
tains that 
the responsible Soviet leaders still dis-
trust and fear the kind of Europe that 
has bred generations of war-makers. 
They fear insecurity more than we do 
because they have not got two oceans 
nor even an English Channel protecting 
them. If the last two wars had cost us 
over 3o,ooo,ooo military and civilian cas-
ualties, as they have cost the peoples of 
Russia, we would doubtless take measures 
no less decisive than those they demand, 
to immunize our frontiers against an-
other potential invader. 
Like Mikhailov's rhapsodic volume, 
Mr. Snow's book is by no means 
comprehensive. It leaves many things 
unsaid and unexplained. Those who 
desire to arrive at a clear understand-
ing of the aims and the policies of 
the U.S.S.R. will be tragically in er· 
-- ] 
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ror if they fail to read much more 
about the huge country, its leaders, 
and its people than is contained in 
The Pattern of Soviet Power and in 
The Russian Story. 
War Novel 
"E" COMPANY. By Frank O'Rourke. 
Simon and Schuster, New York. 
1945. 166 pages. $2.00. 
'E' COMPANY, a short novel of the 
present war, has a host of he-
roes and a handful of villains. Its he-
roes are typical of the men who have 
fought and died for our country, and 
even its villains find a hero's death. 
The book traces the development of 
"E" Company, the best in the regi-
ment, from its formation to its last 
heroic stand in the African Cam-
paign. Every type of sold ier is depict-
ed: the goldbricker, the rough 
diamond, the beloved officer, the de-
serter, and the coward. Although per-
sonalized by a name and a short fac-
tual biography, each remains a type, 
partly because the author tries to pre-
sent the story of an entire company 
and not of its individual members, 
and partly because he lacks incisive-
ness and keenness in characterization. 
Once the book is laid aside, the read-
er will remember no names, but he 
will remember the intellectual snob 
who was sent to OTC because his 
presence had a bad effect on his fel-
low privates. He will remember the 
generous cook and the hungry cor-
poral. He will remember how a group 
of oddly assorted individuals met for 
the first time in basic training camp 
and how, under the able leadership 
of their captain, they were pushed, 
pulled, educated, trained, and turned 
into an extremely efficient fighting 
group. As the training progresses, the 
soft-spoken Swede, the cursing mill-
hand, the sleepy farm boy, and the 
city slicker fade away, and the Ameri-
can soldier appears. Personal grudges 
and hatreds are bitter and sharply de-
fined until the group is under its first 
fire. Then differences fade away and 
the cheating crap shooter fights the 
common enemy beside the man he 
hates. 
Then, when the company is under 
fire for the first time, even the per-
sonal grudges and bitter hatreds arc 
forgotten, and the cheating crap-
shooter feels a deep comradeship for 
the man beside him, whom he has 
hated bitterly. 
Frank O'Rourke's contribution to 
war literature is unpretentious, but 
it is sincere. His story of how a group 
of individual Americans were formed 
into a splendid fighting unit is well 
worth reading. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICII 
The Shandean Spirit 
A FELLOW OF INFINITE ]EST. 
By Thomas Yoseloff. Prentice-Hall, 
Inc., New York. 1945. 232 pages. 
$3.00. 
T HIS is the first popular life of the creator of Tristmm Shandy. 
Revival of interest in eighteenth 
century literary titans, seen to great 
advantage recently in Joseph Wood 
Krutch's biography of Samuel John-
son, has turned into a successful at-
tempt to blow the academic dust off 
tarnished reputations. I doubt wheth-
er , at this date, Mr. Yoseloff's discern-
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ing treatment of Laurence Sterne as 
one of the "moderns" will win new 
readers for Tristram ShandyJ The 
Sermons of Mr. Yorick, and A Senti-
mental journey; but the effort to 
place in a juster perspective this cler-
gyman-wit who so closely resembles 
Jon a than Swift is well worth under-
taking. 
Despite the competence of Yose-
loff's research, which never obtrudes 
into the picture, the resulting whole 
seems too popularized (possibly be-
cause of close adherence to the Shake-
sperian tag used as title) . Basically, 
these are the journalist-author's ma-
jor conclusions: 1) Let's cease viewing 
enigmatic Sterne through the virtuous 
haze of the Victorian age by observ-
ing him realistically in the light of 
his perioq and our own. 2) His liter-
ary indelicacies "are not the outpour-
ings of a sex-degenerate mind, but the 
calculated work of a man who began 
writing to be famous, and continued 
to be fed." 3) The famous sentimen-
talism consists of intellectual impres-
sions that leave the soul untouched 
by pathetic implications, a connota-
tion not derogatory in that classical 
era. 
Most attention is given to the sa-
tiric overtones in Tristram Shandy. 
How this novel came to be written, 
its intent, its oddities of style (the 
impressionism which is the structural 
forerunner of such twentieth centur-y 
writers as Gertrude Stein, Ernest 
Hemingway, Sherwood Anderson, 
John Dos Passos), its reception in gos-
sipy York and metropolitan London 
and eventually the world, and the 
ensuing change in the lionized Sterne 
from country parson Yorick to king's 
jester Yorick-all this and much more 
can be seen. As is generally known, in 
this masterpiece of Shandeism Sterne 
is Parson Yorick, splenetic John Hall-
Stevenson is Eugenius, attractive 
Catherine de Fourmantelle is Jenny, 
Catholic Dr. John Burton is Dr. Slop, 
church lawyer Dr. Francis Topham is 
Didius; a host of other personalities 
can similarly be identified. 
If only A Fellow of Infinite ]est 
had an index, the references to David 
Garrick-for example-could more ef-
fectively be correlated. Then, too, the 
critical reader could better under-
stand Mr. Yoseloff's interpretation of 
the Bishop ·Warburton episode and 
also the circumstances of Sterne's 
death, both of which are treated quite 
differently than in Lodwick Hartley's 
1943 biography of Sterne, entitled 
This Is Lorence. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
Scientific Progress 
MAN AGAINST PAIN. The Epic of 
Anesthesia. By Howard Riley Ra-
per. 337 pages. Prentice-Hall, Inc., 
New York. 1945. $3.50. 
T HE history of the introductions of anesthetics into the practice 
of medicine has been told many 
times. Dr. Raper submits a bibliog-
raphy covering eight closely printed 
pages of the more fundamental works 
dealing with the discovery of anes-
thesia and the controversies concern-
ing priority that have been waged, 
off and on, for nearly a hundred 
years. The author is fully aware of 
the questions arising in the reader's 
mind: "Why write another book on 
the subject'" -and his answer is "Be-
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cause what has been written has 
buried the story instead of telling it." 
Also, "so much of the literature is 
contradictory, confused, fragmentary, 
distorted by anger, or modified for 
dramatic effect that even medical men 
scarcely know what to believe." After 
reading hundreds of books and maga-
zine articles and collecting thousands 
of pictures related to the use of an-
esthetics, especially in surgery, Dr. 
Raper produced this very interesting 
and lively book. It offers first 24 pages 
of significant illustrations, then the 
story in 34 chapters, then an appen-
dix of 24 critical reviews of important 
documents treating the story of an-
esthesia. 
The book is written in popular 
style but in choice English, with a 
good deal of humor interspersed in 
this story of man's effort to relieve 
physical pain. There are valuable 
chapters on the use of narcotics 
among the ancients, on hypnotism as 
an aid to surgery, and some rather 
horrible descriptions of man under 
the knife as operations were per-
formed before the advent of anes-
thesia. Priority in the discovery of an-
esthetizing persons as a preparation 
for amputations, lancings, dental ex-
tractions, etc., has been a matter of 
dispute chiefly between three men 
and their adherents of a century ago, 
Drs. Horace Wells, W. G. T. Morton, 
and C. W. Long. In order to establish 
which of the three should be given 
the credit for one of the greatest dis-
coveries in the entire history of civi-
lization, the author establishes the 
principle that not simply the first 
actual use of a technique but the rec-
ognition of its importance and the 
effort made to bring it into use should 
be established in order to identify 
among various claimants the one en-
titled to the name "discoverer." In 
the matter of anesthetics this honor 
is accorded to Dr. Horace Wells, an 
American dentist, who on December 
11, 1844, inhaled nitrous oxide gas 
and submitted to the removal of one 
of his teeth by Dr. John M. Riggs, a 
fellow dentist. Several weeks later, in 
January, 1845, after testing the meth-
od repeatedly on numerous patients 
for the removal of their teeth, he car-
ried the news of his experiments to 
Boston-but the medical men of that 
city mistook him for a faker and re-
jected the gift of anesthesia he offered 
them. Then followed the application 
of similar methods by others and the 
rapid spread of the use of various 
gases for rendering insensible to pain 
those undergoing surgery. The intro-
duction of ether, cocaine, novocain, 
the various means of producing twi-
light sleep, the dreams and hallucina-
tions while under the anesthetic, and 
finally the use of various techniques 
on those wounded in battle, consti-
tute the latter chapters of the story. A 
very interesting and well written nar-
rative. 
Unto the Greeks, Foolishness 
THE HUMAN LIFE OF JESUS. By 
John Erskine. William Morrow and 
Company, New York. 1945. $3.00. 
T HIS book by John Erskine is a new and provocative commentary 
on the life and ministry of Jesus. The 
author's emphasis on the humanity of 
Jesus for the purpose of better un-
derstanding the Christ of Galilee is 
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not new, however. Emil Ludwig's Son 
of Man and Bruce Barton's The Man 
Nobody Knows have a similar ap-
proach. The reader is given the im-
pression that Jesus is divine because 
He is so extraordinarily human! By 
this emphasis Jesus, the God-man, is 
toned down to the ideal human being. 
His healing ministry is due to His 
immense vitality, His strong nerves, 
and to His radiation of health in-
carnate (p. 45) ; He understood wom-
en very well indeed, with the special 
understanding of a man who has 
been hurt by one of them (p. 27). 
The author leads the reader to be-
lieve that the miracles of Jesus can 
be explained psycho-analytically. As 
for the miracle of raising Lazarus 
from the dead, "I do not believe that 
Jesus raised Lazarus from the dead or 
that he ever said he did ... " (p. 132). 
The conversation with Nicodemus 
means that Jesus is telling Nicodemus 
to stand up to be counted. In the 
conversation with the woman at Ja-
cob's well, Jesus interrupts the talk 
about exalted spiritual principles to 
make a shrewd guess about her pri-
vate life! 
The Messiahship of Jesus is ex-
plained as a gradual growth in the 
human life of Jesus. His was a war of 
ideals, a progressive revelation of his 
mission. As for the Resurrection 
story, the author believes the events 
of the Resurrection morning had be-
come legendary and by the time the 
Gospels were written the legend was 
transmitted with inevitable varia-
tions, additions, and subtractions (p. 
237)· 
The Human Life of jesus is a 
worthless book, utterly inconsistent 
with sound Biblical scholarship. The 
author draws too much on his imagi-
nation and upon tradition to make 
Jesus live as a human character. As a 
result, the historical God-man Jesus 
of the Gospels is not found in Er-
skine's book. 
H. H. KUMNICK 
Delightful Book 
THE WHITE DEER. By James 
Thurber. Harcourt, Brace and 
Company, New York. 115 pages. 
$2.50. 
A QUESTION to be pondered during the long winter nights is wheth-
er, in Thurber's The White Deer, the 
drawings or the text are the more de-
lightful. Among the drawings there 
are the rabbits, taking off their heads 
and holding them by one ear, with 
that famous overhand motion. There 
are the three wizards, moving with an 
amoebic flow. There is the rather un-
certain Seven-headed Dragon of Dra-
gore. There is a non-plussed witch, 
there are four serene cats who differ 
only in the angles of their eye-slits, 
and there is a flower blowing casual-
ly above a noncommittal skull. But 
then, in the text there are such pas-
sages as the one in which King Clode 
is talking to, and glaring at, a wizard: 
"My father and my brothers and I 
pursued a deer," said Clode, "which 
against the wall of Centaurs Mountain 
underwent a marvelous and mortifying 
metamorphosis. I am a little touchy on 
the topic, too, so do not turn. your 
tongue to taunts." 
"He does not turn his tongue," said 
Jorn. "He twists your own, to 'm's' anrl 
't's.'" 
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"And 'w's,'" said the wizard, "as you 
shall see." 
"Try twice that trick on Tlode," said 
the King, with great dignity, 'my mousey 
man of magic, and we will wid these 
wids of woozards." King Clode made a 
royal gesture of arrogance, authority and 
austerity, while his sons stared at him in 
astonishment. 
This fairyland satire inevitably 
calls to mind A lice in Wonder land. A 
comparison indicates several interest-
ing things. Dodgson gained much of 
his effect by satirizing fallacious rea-
soning-the syllogism with undistrib-
uted middle term, the complex ques-
tion, the circular argument-and by 
satirizing tedious hair-splitting and 
the incongruity between the literal 
and the intended meanings of con-
ventional remarks. Of these Thurber 
uses to any great extent only the last 
two; the other forms of close reason-
ing he either feels he cannot trust to 
his audience or else chooses to avoid 
for other reasons; as a consequence, 
his writing seems much looser than 
Dodgson's. Instead of these devices 
Thurber satirizes mannerisms of style, 
as in the passage above, and axio-
matic ideas: 
The wizard bowed again and flung his 
cap in the air. "What goes up must not 
come down," he said, and the cap, swing-
ing slowly like a bell, sailed silently over 
the trees, rising higher and higher until 
finally it could be seen no more. 
There is another striking difference. 
Dodgson satirized illogicalities from 
the point of view of common sense. 
Thurber, on the other hand, makes 
common sense seem pompous; he pro-
tests against its tyranny, and the cour-
ageous romantic heart wins over it. 
The joy and sp1nt of well-being 
that inform this story may have been 
inspired by the successful ending of 
the war and the hopes for the peace; 
whatever the cause of their presence, 
they are traits that have often been 
absent from Thurber's writing. They 
go far beyond the wistfulness and the 
fun that bloomed - sometimes frail, 
sometimes bright - like graveflowers 
over the bitterness of his situations in 
My World and Welcome to It, Let 
Your Mind Alone, The Middle-Aged 
Man on the Flying Trapeze, and My 
Life and Hard Times. 
Laugh and Learn with 
Leacock 
LAST LEAVES. By Stephen Leacock. 
Dodd, Mead and Company, New 
York. 1945. 213 pages. $2.50. 
BARBARA NIMMO, niece of and sec-retary to the late Stephen Lea-
cock, has gathered in Last Leaves the 
essays written by her uncle in the last 
year of his life. She prefaces the vol-
ume with an interesting and illumi-
nating biographical sketch of the Mc-
Gill humorist and economist. 
Anyone who has enjoyed Leacock's 
Afternoon in Utopia, Model Mem-
oirs, Too Much College, My Remark-
able Uncle, Laugh with Leacock, or 
Happy Stories will read and reread 
Last Leaves with sustained pleasure. 
The book, exclusive of the inti-
mate biographical preface, is divided 
into six sections. Section I contains 
a variety of humorous essays ranging 
in subject matter from "Are Witty 
Women Attractive to Men?" to 
"What Can Isaac Walton Teach Us?" 
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In Section II are articles of a semi-
serious nature. One essay in this sec-
tion-"Common Sense and the Uni-
verse"-is worth the price of the book. 
At the close of this essay Leacock per-
mits Theology, Philosophy, and Sci-
ence to meet at the funeral of Dead 
Certainty. 
The interment is over, and the three 
turn away together. 
"Incomprehensible," murmers Theol-
ogy reverently. 
"What was that word?" asks Science. 
"Incomprehensible; I often use it in 
my litanies." 
"Ah, yes," murmurs Science, with al-
most equal reverence, "incomprehen-
sible!" 
"The comprehensibility of comprehen-
sion," begins Philosophy, staring straight 
in front of him. 
"Poor fellow," says Theology, "he's 
wandering again; better lead him home." 
"I haven't the least idea where he 
lives," says Science. 
"Just below me," says Theology. 
"We're both above you." 
Sections III and IV deal with cer-
tain social and economic aspects of 
the post-war world. Leacock, humor-
ously and yet seriously, discusses 
Gold, Inflation, Woman's Level, and 
Rebuilding the Cities. 
Section V, the only weak portion 
of Last Leaves, contains two articles 
on relationships between Canada and 
the United States. "Uncle Sam, Good 
Neighbor" and "All Right, Mr. 
Roosevelt" make no contribution to 
the worth of the book. 
The last two essays, "Alice Walks 
in Wonderland" and "Gilbert's 'Bab' 
Ballads," should be required reading 
for every class in English Literature. 
Buy Last Leaves,· you will not re-
gret the expenditure. 
The Sacred Calendar 
THE STORY OF THE CHRIS-
TIAN YEAR. By George M. Gib-
son. Abingdon-Cokesbury Press, 
New York and Nashville. 1945. 238 
pages. $2.50. 
COMING from the pen of an author who was reared in the Methodist 
Episcopal Church, South, and who is 
now pastor of the United Church 
(Congregational and Presbyterian) of 
Hyde Park, Chicago, the twelve chap-
ters of The Story ot the Christian 
Year with their appended calendars 
of Sundays and fixed days are re-
markable. 
In Mr. Gibson's apologia he proves 
indelibly that spirit must express it-
self in form, yet apart from wishing 
to advocate a mere formalism with 
its attendant dangers, he is interested 
in recapturing the rich backgrounds 
of the days and seasons in the herit-
age of the Church and in revitalizing 
them to provide "greater beauty, va-
riety and reality to contemporary 
worship." 
The condition which gave impetus 
to his work was the spirit of anarch-
ism at work in denominations of an 
arch-Protestant persuasion, which 
spirit of abandon and disregard of 
cherished seasons and days would re-
sult in planlessness, negatively far 
more dangerous than formalism. And 
ho..w often has not some sacred day 
like Ash Wednesday or Pentecost 
been assigned to something question-
able like a "Y" banquet or Mother's 
Day! 
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Aside from presenting an excellent 
historical background for the tradi-
tional church year of all communions, 
Mr. Gibson presents a graphic an-
alysis and description of the Jewish 
ceremonial year, the beginning of a 
new pattern in early Christianity, the 
spurious additions interwoven by 
Rome, and the purification and revi-
sions restored by the Reformer, who 
purged the calendar of sacred fables 
and superstitions to make all festivals 
connect with the life and work of 
Jesus. 
In showing the values of such an 
ordered calendar the author affirms, 
and rightly so, that the use of the 
Christian Year would give us the 
whole Gospel, a full sweep of Chris-
tian doctrine, a kind of ecumenical 
worship with the traditional year as a 
basis for unity, an advantageous 
thrust ahead in Bible study through 
the use of appointed Epistles and 
Gospels, a feeling of being as well 
informed in religious history as in 
secular history, a foundation for the 
spiritual education of our young, long 
range planning for the pulpit, and a 
fulfillment of personal needs (what-
ever they might be) somewhere along 
the way. 
ALFRED E. LEJ A 
Children's Book 
STUART LITTLE. By E. B. White. 
Harper and Brothers, New York. 
1945. 131 pages. $2.00. 
C'TUART LITTLE looks like a mouse, 
0 dresses like a mouse "wearing a 
gray hat and carrying a cane," and 
has "the pleasant shy manner of a 
mouse"; and yet, he is the well-
beloved second son of Mr. and Mn 
Frederick C. Little, as respectable 
and devoted a couple as can be found 
in all·of New York. "It is," according 
to the author, "very unusual for an 
American family to have a mouse," 
and so the Littles were naturally con-
cerned at first. After the family physi-
cian had pronounced Stuart sound of 
limb and only slightly underweight 
(he could have been sent anywhere, 
first class, for 3c) the Littles ceased 
to worry, however, and reared Stu-
art with more kindness, understand-
ing, and intelligence than is some-
times shown more conventionally 
formed children. 
Having grown strong in his kindly 
home and having a generous and co-
operative nature of his own, Stuart, 
his parents, and his big brother 
George, live together in perfect am-
ity. Because Stuart never grows any 
larger than a mouse, he makes himself 
invaluable by performing tasks which 
the ordinary little boy might find 
difficult. He goes down the drain for 
his mother's diamond ring; he re-
trieves ping-pong balls from under 
hot radiators, and, by dint of much 
practice and skill, learns to keep the 
keys of the piano from sticking. With-
out Stuart at his post under the piano 
lid, George's rendition of "The Scarf 
Dance" would have been far from the 
lively performance it was. 
But Stuart's strange physique 
brings him hardships and tragedies 
too. He spends a horrible day 
wrapped up in the window blind, he 
encounters great difficulties every 
morning in brushing his teeth at the 
family washbowl, and his soul is 
seared when he has to hide in gar-
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bage cans to escape from cats and 
dogs. 
When he is about six months old, 
Stuart sets out to see the town. His 
adventures include a breath-taking 
sailboat race in Central Park, a re-
volting cruise in a garbage scow, a 
fight to the showdown with Snowbell 
the Cat over a lady (Margalo, the hen-
bird) , and near death amidst the 
prunes in the refrigerator. 
When Stuart leaves home in his 
snappy invisible motor car to seek for 
his lost love, Margalo, who is de-
scribed variously as a sort of small 
wren, a wall-eyed vireo (this from 
George who knows practically every-
thing) and simply a "bird" by Snow-
bell the Cat, his adventures increase 
in scope and meaning. When he 
serves as substitute teacher for Miss 
Gunderson, who is suffering from vi-
tamin trouble, he and his students 
spend the day making a list of the 
"important things"; "a shaft of sun-
light at the end of a dark afternoon, 
a note in music, the way the back of 
a baby's neck smells if its mother 
keeps it tidy ... and ice cream with 
chocolate sauce on it." He also re-
states the Golden Rule as the best 
basic plan for enduring peace ever 
proposed by mouse or man. Being 
male, and hence fickle, Stuart flirts 
outrageously with Harriet Ames, who 
is just his size and beautiful too. After 
a rather disappointing rendezvous-
the moon was right, the night was 
soft, Harriet was well-disposed, but 
the canoe leaked-Stuart, now a more 
mature and wiser mouse, sets out reso-
lutely for the north, knowing some-
how that in that direction lies the 
object of his quest, that is, Margalo. 
Stuart Little is a children's book 
written by one of America's outstand-
ing essayists. His style is simple, 
clean, and clear; and though the story 
itself is child-like, its characteriza-
tions, its sly pokes at faddists, its 
touching picture of a happy home, 
and its descriptions of the yearning 
of Stuart's soul for life, liberty, and 
the pursuit of happiness, are sharp 
and mature. Mr. White tells a story 
all children will love in a way that 
all parents and aunts will thoroughly 
enjoy. 
Mr. Garth's illustrations are imagi-
native and delightful. 
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
New Trend in Painting 
WHY ABSTRACT? By Hilaire Hi-
ler, Henry Miller, and William Sa-
royan. New Directions, New York. 
1945. 100 pages. $2.50. 
T HE painter Hilaire Hiler gives in this book a defense of abstract 
painting. He also emphasizes the im-
portance of color, which he feels has 
remained relatively undeveloped be-
cause of insufficient technological ad-
vances in the production of pigments 
until the last few years. Joined to 
these positive themes is an attack on 
contemporary artists for their com-
plaisance in neglecting to keep 
abreast of scientific discoveries both 
in their own field and in other fields 
of knowledge. He finishes with a plea 
for a better integration of painting 
and architecture. 
All four of the essays are extremely 
rambling, and if the inclusion of Mr. 
Miller's is justified because of the in-
sight it gives into Hiler as a man and 
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artist, the one by Mr. Saroyan ap-
pears trivial and more likely to irri-
tate potential converts than to con-
firm them. 
In regard to abstract painting, Hi-
ler declares that he turned to it be-
cause he found that the representa-
tional elements in a certain painting 
he was working on prevented him 
from achieving the right color rela-
tions in the design he was attempting 
to build up. Rather than compromise 
with blue horses, purple cows, etc., 
he chose to eliminate representational 
elements entirely. In answer to a 
friend who found his abstractions 
lacking in human interest, he writes: 
You say that you 're interested in peo-
ple. You may be more interested in peo-
ple than you are in painting. No one 
could blame you. If this is the case you 
may be far more interested in caricature 
or illustration than you are in painting. 
This interest, he goes on, has always 
prevailed in England, "a great liter-
ary nation"; in France, however, 
"they realized that painting was a 
different thing. A thing independent 
of literature." He finds that we do 
not distinguish sufficiently between a 
picture and a painting. And he re-
minds some overly literary critics that 
"the wonderful haptic language of 
painting [is] still perfectly compre-
hensible ... after tens of thousands 
of years. We [need] no glossary, no 
dictionary, no translation." 
In one of his most interesting pas-
sages Hiler declares his belief that 
"the next most important develop-
ments in painting will be in the field 
of color. Recent discoveries in chem-
istry, physics, and psychology are the 
basis of this belief." He complains 
that most artists have not stopped us-
ing dull pigments and learned to take 
advantage of new synthetic pigments. 
And he continues: 
... the strength and range of modern 
color is a challenge to anyone who loves 
it and is intensely attracted to it or in-
terested in it. Modern research in affec-
tive psychology has taken the study of 
color a long way from the solar spec-
trum and the physics laboratory of our 
school days. The photocell and other 
inventions permit us to measure color as 
we measure cloth. 
The determining of the relations be-
tween shades of color he compares to 
the tempering of the piano. 
Hiler insists throughout that im-
provements in art depend upon clean-
ing the shoddiness from our civiliza-
tion. Just as the smoke in the indus-
trial skies adulterates color, so the at-
titude of a commercial world toward 
the artist as an amusing entertainer 
reduces art to what he terms mere 
''chewing-gum.'' 
A Futile Effort 
PLOUGHlviAN OF THE MOON. 
An Adventure into Memory. By 
Robert W. Service. Dodd, Mead & 
Co., New York. 1945. 472 pages. 
$3·5°· 
PERSONS who enjoy the heroic emo-tions associated with the cult of 
pungent, primal instincts may care 
for this self-revelation by the author 
of The Spell of the Yukon (original-
ly called Songs of a Sourdough), 
Rhymes of a Rolling Stone, Ballads of 
a Bohemian, Bar-Room Ballads, a 
novel-Trail of '98, etc. From child-
hood in Scotland through his lusty 
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vagabonding in the High North, the 
71-year-old Service tells the story up 
to his fortieth year. 
"If I am allowed, I may write the 
second half of my life when I am 
eighty. Perhaps it will be the more 
interesting." Well, after reading this 
Rhyming has my ruin been. With less 
deftness I might have produced real 
poetry." Similarly, with less deftness 
he might have written a real auto-
biography. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
first section of effort in self-discovery Prejudice 
that is autobiography, we can but say LET US CONSIDER ONE AN-
with Victor Hugo that short as life is, 
we make it shorter by the careless OTHER. By Josephine Lawrence. 
waste of time. Accordingly, for Serv- D. Appleton-Century Co., New 
ice to continue his romanticizing of York. 1945· 314 pages. $2 ·75· 
himself would be, in our opinion, idle MISS LAWRENCE ranks high among 
inkslinging. In the words of Ver- young novelists for characteri-
laine's lines used as this book's key- zation of the white collar worker, 
note, Mr. Service is by his own record which class, as Sinclair Lewis puts it, 
shown to be no more than a we all despise because we all belong 
Pedlar of dream-stuff, piping an' empty to it. Let Us Consider One Ano·ther 
tune; has no peculiar merit other than the 
Fisher of shadows, Ploughman of the Lawrence insight into the monotony 
Moon. • of the g a.m. to 5 p.m. desk job. 
Empty dreaming would not be so The story, which centers around 
bad if the author could refrain from the grown children of Tobias Ferris, 
an almost smart-aleck roguishness throbs with petty "hates" and multi-
throughout. Rabelaisian ribaldry, tudes of prejudices. This Protestant 
however, is more the rule than the family had never forgiven a sister 
exception! Even when something who married a Catholic. Long after 
good happens to him, Service goes her death, the unhappiness over this 
out of his way to apologize: "Oh, I unadvised union flared up again 
know it is unworthy of a stout materi- when her daughter, Cecilia, an-
alist like myself, but feeling and be- nounced her engagement to Hyman 
lieving are sometimes hard to recon- Silverstein-a Jew. Had the man 
cile; and, though I scoff at the theory changed his name to anything more 
of a Special Providence, I like to en- Gentile, as they offered him a great 
tertain its suggestion of guidance and sum of money to do, there would 
protection." Sentimental would-be re- have been no unhappiness, indeed 
alistl there would even have been no need 
Also his literary popularity will for the story. 
suffer from the playing down of his Unmistakably, Let Us Consider 
own poems and devices. "I was always One Another increases a hundredfold 
in love with rhyme. If two lines could one's consciousness of the constant 
be made to clink it seemed to me to pelt of degrading remarks and supe-
go a long way to justify them. rior glances which are aimed at the 
--~------~----' 
-~-----------------------------------------------------------~~----~ 
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Jews, at the Catholics, at the Protes-
tants, by those who belong to oppo-
site or different groups. Even more, 
it awakens deeply within the most tol-
erant old stirrings of a long-forgotten 
prejudice. We had a difficult time for 
a few days after reading Miss Law-
rence's novel to extricate those 
twinges of prideful superiority that 
so many of us feel who are able to 
announce a simple and English-
sounding surname. 
Though Let Us Consider One An-
other probes the problem of preju-
dice that touches and concerns every 
one of us, it gives us not one answer 
or helpful hint other than the one 
contained in the title. 
L. L. PETERS 
The Migrants 
SKIP TO MY LOU. By William Mar-
tin Camp. Doubleday, Doran and 
Company, Inc., Garden City, New 
York. 1945. 401 pages. $2.50. 
I N this second book by William Mar-tin Camp, of the U. S. Army, we 
are given a somewhat bawdy and pro-
fane story of the second California 
gold rush of the early 194o's. Lou 
and Vigo Hoxie, with their children, 
leave their home in the heart of the 
Ozarks to work in the ship-building 
yards of the West. As happened in 
Steinbeck's Grapes of Wrath, the 
grass of California is not so green as 
the Hoxies have been led to believe. 
The father and son do make money, 
but the living conditions are of the 
poorest and the life the family must 
lead is intolerable. All are misfits in 
this new environment. The husband 
Vigo finally disappears, succumbing 
to his old wanderlust; Lou and the 
children are arriving, happy, at theii 
old home near Berryville, Arkansas. 
as the book ends. 
While the bare externals of plot 
are akin to those of Grapes of Wrath, 
and the general tone much like that 
of Tobacco Road, there is little simi-
larity in other points. This is not a 
problem novel. It is one of character 
-the character of Lou, the wife, who 
is too good to be true, and of Vigu, 
the lustful, philandering, drunken 
husband who seems to get away from 
the author, the reader, and everyone. 
Although the characters are over-
drawn and the language is ribald, the 
book does have its moments. The 
plot is interesting and catchy; the 
descriptions are exact and colorful; 
the dialect is authentic Ozarkian; and 
the customs and beliefs of the Arkan-
sas hill people are truly pictured. 
Earthy in a robust kind of way, Skip 
to My Lou is not a great novel but an 
absorbing one. 
~cience for the Layman 
THE FUNDAMENTALS OF ELEC-
TRONICS. By Henry Lionel Wil-
liams. New Home Library, New 
York. 1945. 231 pages. 6g cents. 
T HE subject of electronics has been given wide public attention re-
cently because of the rapidly increas-
ing use of electronic devices and be-
cause of the many remarkable achieve-
ments which have resulted from their 
use. This book is a general-purpose 
book, written in such a way as to be 
understood by the layman and the 
beginner in the subject. There is 
none of the higher mathematics 
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which is so universally found in ad-
vanced works on the subject, the 
emphasis being on the manner in 
which the results are accomplished. 
The book consists of two parts, the 
first dealing with the basic theory of 
electrons, electricity, and electromag-
netic fields. The first part also de-
scribes in detail the various circuits 
and components used in the applica-
tion of the basic theory. 
The second part deals with the 
practical applications of the various 
electronic devices. There are chapters 
on electronic heating, x-rays, photo-
tubes, rectifiers, and lighting, and 
also a chapter which points out the 
vast fields to which electronics may be 
applied at some future time. 
Because of the interesting manner 
in which the material is presented 
and because of the many well-de-
signed illustrations which are used, 
this book should be valuable to any-
one who is seeking a good basic un-
derstanding of electronics. 
H. B. MUMMERT 
Textual Criticism 
THE DECLARATION OF INDE-
PENDENCE. By Julian P. Boyd. 
Princeton University Press. 1945. 
$3·50. 
A T long last historical scholarship has given the world a definitive 
account of the textual evolution of 
the Declaration of Independence. Ju-
lian P. Boyd, librarian of Princeton 
University and historian of the 
Thomas Jefferson Bicentennial Com-
mission, has done a magnificent piece 
of work, and a timely one too. The 
ideological conflict which provoked 
and permeated World War II has 
made a renewed study of the Declara-
tion imperative. In these post-war 
days, when the principles and prac-
tice of politics are undergoing revolu-
tionary changes the world over, a 
clear understanding of the philoso-
phy of the American Revolution is 
more vital than ever before, particu-
larly for the American people. 
In this slender volume of 46 pages 
there are six brief chapters, which an-
alyze the various drafts of the Declar-
ation, and facsimiles of all the known 
copies of the Declaration in J effer-
son's hand. To those who have read 
Becker's The Declaration of Indepen -
dence there is little that is significant-
ly new in these chapters, but there is 
much textual information not found 
in Becker or, to the reviewer's knowl-
edge, anywhere else. 
A must book for all students of the 
American Revolution. 
w. E. BAUER 
Cartoonist 
THIS ONE'S ON ME. By Mischa 
Richter. Whittlesey House, New 
York. 1945. $2.50. 
I N this volume, Mr. Richter presents his own selection of his popular 
cartoons. There are 171 of them, and 
many of them have already been 
chuckled over by readers of the New 
Yorker, The Saturday Evening Post, 
Colliers, and King Features. Old or 
new, most of them are very funny. 
Out in the wastes of the ocean, two 
lone survivors of a shipwreck are 
climbing onto a very small island. 
The prim maiden is saying to the ex-
hausted · .tan, "Of course, you under-
J 
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stand you can't possibly stay here to-
night." A starry-eyed and hopeful lit-
tle miss appears at the chapel in city 
hall wondering if "anybody got stood 
up today." Two brawny movie actors 
dressed as swashbuckling pirates learn 
to their obvious dismay that the pact 
will have to be sealed with blood-
"we're out of ketchup." 
There are all kinds of cartoons, 
and no type of person comes out un-
scathed. The plug-ugly wrestler cries 
"uncle." Hitler explains to an austere 
and unreceptive group of generals 
that "anybody can make a mistake." 
The society matron gets a good 
spanking from the psychiatrist; the 
weary paterfamilias groans audibly 
when his wife takes him back to the 
"old park where we got our start," 
and Herb sits blindfolded in the kit-
chen because he can't bear to see his 
wife work. 
Some day it may be interesting to 
find out why so many of America's 
favorite cartoonists are Russian or of 
Russian descent. The Russians appar-
ently understand American "kidding" 
and know the delight most Americans 
feel at seeing themselves made ridicu-
lous. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
A Refresher for Readers 
BETTER READING. By Walter 
Blair and John C. Gerber. Scott, 
Foresman & Co., Chicago. 1945. 596 
pages. $2.25. 
JusT as the proper lenses in your glasses will bring in to clearer fo-
cus whatever you read, so an appro-
priate reading technique will help to 
clarify meaning. This book offers a 
procedure "characterized by careful 
attention to three things: ( 1) what a 
piece of writing says in detail~· (2) ex-
actly how it says it; and (3) how the 
content and the author's method are 
interrelated." The author-editors are 
at the University of Chicago and the 
University of Iowa, respectively, 
where experiments in reading have 
been conducted with students. 
Actual exposition of the approach 
or how-to-read is restricted to a brief 
introduction and a few sensible hints 
in the handbook at the rear, for this 
is not like Mortimer Adler's How to 
Read a Bo·ok or Tenney and Wardle's 
A Primer for Readers. Most of the 
pages are filled with stimulating prose 
specimens, explanatory and persua-
sive, together with strategic questions 
keyed into or following the text. 
The merit of this work is that its 
selections are of high quality and 
are sufficiently varied to appeal to 
almost all persons interested in good 
reading. The demerit is-in addi-
tion to the almost transparent pa-
per used-the misleading title, which 
offhand . causes one to expect some-
thing much more technical. Perhaps 
the compilers succeed better in their 
purpose this way, for the pleasure 
found is worth the effort-if the read-
er will actually make the effort to 
read this book! At any rate, even the 
advanced reader can learn anew from 
this "refresher," whereas the inexperi-
enced or amateur will thank Blair 
and Gerber for the apt suggestions on 
following patterns of thought and ex-
pression, on comparing forms and 
purposes, and on evaluating ideas. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
A BRIEF GLANCE AT RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
------------------------------~~~------------------------------
CHRISTMAS 
By Randolph E. Haugan. Augsburg 
Publishing House, Minneapolis. 68 
pages. $1.00. 
T HIS is another-the fifteenth, to be exact-in the series of delightful 
Christmas annuals published by Augs-
burg under the editorship of Mr. 
Haugan. It abounds with beautiful il-
lustrations and contains a pleasing 
variety of stories, articles, and po-
etry appropriate to Christmas. This is 
a book which belongs under the 
Christmas tree in many a Christian 
home. 
SPEAK OF THE DEVIL 
Edited by Sterling North and C. B. 
Boutell. Doubleday, Doran and 
Co., New York. 1945. 334 pages. 
$3.00. 
1fT would be hard, if not impossible, 
lL to find a nation whose literature 
does not contain stories and other 
material about the devil. This vol-
ume brings together thirty-four selec-
tions on the subject from a wide va-
riety of sources, ranging from Dante, 
6o 
Luther, and Milton down to the 
"Screwtape Letters," published in 
1941. Some of the selections are liter-
ary masterpieces. Some, like Baude-
laire's "Litanies of Satan" and Ana-
tole France's "Revolt of the Angels," 
are blasphemous. Several editorial re-
marks show flippancy. Of Luther, 
however, who has· recently been tra-
duced by various addlepates, the ed-
itors say, "The Reformation once 
promised a Christianized and moral 
Germany. Martin Luther was one 
<_;erman who hated the Devil and all 
his works, and Luther's 'table talk,' 
as proved by the following excerpts, 
should rival any holy relic as a spe-
cific for exorcizing the pan-German 
Devil." 
THE RED PONY 
By John Steinbeck. Illustrations by 
Wesley Dennis. The Viking Press, 
New York. 1945. 131 pages. 
T HE RED PONY is a beautifully de-signed and illustrated volume con-
sisting of four of John Steinbeck's 
best-known stories. All four stories 
have the same setting, the Tiflin 
December, 1945 61 
ranch in the shadow of the Rockies, 
and all tell of the same people: Mr. 
and Mrs. Tiffin, Billy Buck, and Jody, 
the young boy. Two of the stories, 
"The Gift" and "The Promise," tell 
of the love of a man for his horse. In 
"The Gift," Billy Buck cannot save 
the red pony for Jody, and in "The 
Promise," Billy saves Jody's colt but 
at a heartbreaking price. The other 
stories, "The Great Mountains'' and 
"The Leader of the People," tell of 
man's unkindness to man. In "The 
Great Mountains" the old paisano 
and the old horse disappear into the 
mountains, both cast-off, unwanted, 
and useless. In "The Leader of the 
People," the old grandfather is made 
to realize that his life should have 
ended when "westering" was stopped 
. by the ocean. 
These stories have not been col-
lected into one volume before, and 
all lovers of good stories and beauti-
ful books should be happy to have 
this edition. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
MY WEAPON IS LOVE 
By Elenor Yorke, Oceanic Publish-
ing Co., Chicago, 1945. 193 pages, 
$2.50. 
PERHAPS there are some that would be attracted by the simple and 
somewhat unassuming style of Elenor 
Yorke's autobiography. However, for 
others the constancy of uncomplex 
sentences, the overabundance of 
cliche, the monotony of the multi-
tudes of similar experiences-all end-
ing in meeting a famous person like 
Johnny Weismuller-would make 
three quarters of the book dull read-
ing. There remains, therefore, twenty-
five per cent worth discussion. These 
portions are the amusingly detailed 
law-suit story, the admonitions of 
Miss Yorke to Jew and Gentile, and 
"The Answer," her solutions to the 
world's problems. 
In the last pages of the book, the 
writer makes the application of her 
principle that "love can conquer all" 
to the present global muddle. Unfor-
tunately, the difference in style is so 
noticeable in this section, that it is 
difficult to reconcile oneself to the 
thought that they are of the same 
authorship as the rest of the volume. 
My Weapon Is Love borders ninety 
per cent of the time on deadening 
triteness, and ten per cent of the 
time on the doorstep of the type of 
"wisdom" very common to more-sen-
sitive-than-average young women. 
With more discipline, more time, less 
"success," Miss Yorke may find for 
herself a place. 
L. L. PETERS 
THREE O'CLOCK DINNER 
By Josephine Pinckney. The Viking 
Press, New York. 1945. 296 pages. 
$2.50. 
JOSEPHINE PINCKNEY'S novel is built on the well-worn theme of the age-
old struggle between classes. The 
Redcliffs typify the privileged, firmly 
established fortunates who, in prim 
and proper elegance, live in the right 
part of town; the Hessenwinkles are 
the brash, unwelcome upstarts from 
the wrong side of the tracks. Miss 
Pinckney has woven familiar ingre-
dients into a carefully fashioned plot, 
and she displays a fair amount of fa-
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cility and competence in the manner 
in which she moves her characters to-
ward a fateful denouement. Neverthe-
less, Three o'Clock Dinner, a Literary 
Guild selection for October, is dull, 
unconvincing, and without literary 
distinctiveness. 
JANUARY THAW 
By Bellamy Partridge. vVhittlesey 
House, New York. 1945. 329 pages. 
$2.75· 
T HIS is an engaging and hilarious story of the chain of events which 
was set in motion when Margie and 
Herbert Gage bought an abandoned 
and weather-beaten old Connecticut 
farmhouse. Margie and Herbert knew 
that the title to "Lazy Corners" was 
not clear; they knew, too, that there 
was a possibility that the old couple 
who held a life-claim on the estate 
might come back. Nevertheless, the 
Gages decided to take a chance. 
"Lazy Corners" was restored and 
modernized. Then, on the very eve of 
the housewarming, Matilda and Jon-
athan Rockwood suddenly returned 
from the West. Through a clever ruse 
they gained entrance to the house. 
There they remained, firmly en-
trenched and grimly determined to 
outsit and outsmart the intruders. 
The ensuing battle was ·a contest be-
tween the old and the new. The 
Rockwoods did not approve of new-
fangled gadgets, and they held in 
contempt push-button contraptions 
and modern conveniences-although, 
secretly, Matilda lost her heart to a 
chrome-and-tile bathroom. In the end 
the Rockwoods had to yield to the 
majesty of the law. A satisfactory com-
promise was arranged, and everybody 
was happy and contented. january 
Thaw makes pleasant, effortless read-
ing. The characters are well drawn 
and credible, and Bellamy Partridge 
is thoroughly at home when he writes 
of America's small-town and rural 
folk. 
NOT IN OUR STARS 
By Josiah E. Greene. The Macmil-
lan Company, New York. 1945. 580 
pages. $3.00. " 
CERGEANT JOSIAH E. GREENE, United 
0 States Army, focuses a searching 
light on a small, thriving Eastern in-
dustrial center. Life on the Weyland 
Meadows dairy farm stands out in 
bold and pitiless clarity. It is drab, 
ugly, and unrewarding. With uncom-
promising honesty and with careful 
attention to details the author reveals 
the petty intrigues, the malicious gos-
sip, and the dangerous quarrels which 
grew out of the fears, frustrations, 
jealousies, and thwarted ambitions of 
the men and women who made up 
this curiously ingrown community. 
Not in Our Stars, Sergeant Greene's 
first serious novel, is a work of un-
usual promise. It won for him the 
Macmillan Company's Centenary 
Award for the best fiction submitted 
by a member of the armed forces of 
the United States. 
Christmas Verse 
~hristmes 1915 
From the ringing, mellow tones 
Of studied grandeur, 
An altar deep, rich, candle-lit; 
To the barbaric thud 
Of savage drums, 
An island small, obscure; 
The world once more, 
Unarmed, 
Pays homage to 




Thy Oriental goldness 
Peals throughout 
The dim star-night. 
Beyond those stars 
Pink cheeked 
The angels sing 
In child-like faith 
The Alleluias 
Of our holy Christ 
Now born 
For men. 
- DOROTHY MEYER, 
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God seems far away; 
And why the wind so cold?" 
"Soft-warm the sand 
Beneath my feet · 
So faith-imbued .... 
"Why, Mary, all is well: 
Our very hearts are warm 
And joy will come, 
"For God 
Is in our arms 
Tonight!" 
-DoROTHY MEYER. 
<Bn (thristmas Right 
"Glory to God in the highest!" 
So the angel-choirs chant the theme 
And stars sing in their silent way, 
And hills awaken from their winter dream. 
"Glory to God in the highest!" 
So the anthem leaps from heart to heart 
And runs like a hungry fire 
Along the hearthstone, road, and mart. 
"Glory to God in the highest!" 




THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
T HIS column has often de-plored the distressing lack of 
suitable and desirable motion pic-
tures for children and adolescents. 
In spite of a tremendous film out-
put Hollywood has produced very 
few pictures which have provid-
ed wholesome entertainment for 
children. In the field of educa-
tional films the results have been 
even less noteworthy. I am speak-
ing, of course, of the films made to 
be shown in motion-picture thea-
ters. Visual education in the class-
room has made commendable 
progress in the United States. Ear-
ly this year the British motion-
picture industry took a long step 
forward in arranging for the de-
velopment and production of en-
tertainment and instructional 
films for children. A national ad-
visory council made a careful 
study of the likes and dislikes of 
children audiences. The results of 
these experiments are interesting. 
It was found that youngsters in 
the seven-to-fourteen age group 
6s 
prefer action pictures with a mini-
mum of dialogue and that they 
like animated cartoons which are 
simple and slow. They enjoy na-
ture films, and they are interested 
in the activities of children of 
other lands. They expect and ap-
preciate a sharp distinction be-
tween right and wrong. Black 
must be black, white must be very 
white, and a moral must be point-
ed in a manner which is unmistak-
ably clear. 
A comprehensive program de-
signed to fill these specifications 
is under way in England. It in-
cludes color cartoons, a series of 
nature films, special travelogues, 
a fairy story told by means of 
puppets, a full-length feature film, 
and a dramatic serial to be shown 
in six episodes. These films will 
be exhibited by two large Lon-
don theater circuits and by many 
independent managers. They will 
be shown in Canada, too, and ne-
gotiations are under way to make 
them available to the children of 
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the liberated countries of Europe. 
Is it too much to hope that a 
similar program will be instituted 
in the United States? Children 
flock to the theaters by the thou-
sands. What do they see? Smart, 
so-called sophisticated society 
comedies and dramas, gangster 
films, and, in recent months, a 
veritable rash of murder and mys-
tery yarns. The western pictures, 
which, by and large, are the least 
objectionable of film releases, are 
seldom shown in first-run thea-
ters. 
The True Glory (War Depart-
ment-Columbia) presents an un-
forgettable photographic account 
of one of the most crucial periods 
in World "\Var II. It is the story 
of the European campaign from 
the dark days in which Allied mil-
itary strategists plotted the inva-
sion of Hitler's seemingly impreg-
nable Festung Europa down to 
the hour of final victory for the 
forces of the United Nations. The 
True Glory presents a remarkable 
example of teamwork. From D 
Day to VE Day more than 6,ooo,-
ooo feet of film were shot by Al-
lied combat cameramen. During 
the campaign thirty-two camera-
men were killed, sixteen were re-
ported lost in action, and more 
than a hundred were wounded. 
The work of cutting and editing 
the film was supervised by Cap-
tain Garson Kanin, of the Unit-
ed States Army, and Captain Car-
ol Reed, of the British forces. The 
simple, moving narrative, spoken 
by the Voice of History, is inter-
spersed with pertinent comments 
made by American, British, 
French, and Polish sailors, sol-
diers, and airmen. A foreword by 
General Dwight D. Eisenhower 
dedicates this great picture to the 
indomitable spirit of free peoples 
everywhere, working, fighting, liv-
ing, and dying together in the 
cause of liberty. America's great 
soldier adds a plea that this spirit 
of comradeship may "persist for-
ever among the free peoples of 
the United Nations." The True 
Glory is a grim record of a bloody 
chapter in the most devastating 
war in the history of mankind. It 
ends on this sober and challeng-
ing note: 
To the victor belong the spoils. 
That's what they say. Well, what are 
the spoils? Only this: a chance to 
build a free world better than before. 
Maybe it's the last chance. Remember 
that. 
The world has been shocked 
and horrified by disclosures made 
during the trials of high-ranking 
Japanese military leaders. Orders 
from Tokyo (Philippine Com-
monwealth-OSS-Warner) is part 
of the evidence used to convict 
Japanese war criminals. A short 
color film edited by Captain Da-
vid C. Griffin, USl\tfC, Orders 
fTo m Tok;1o records the inhuman 
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cruelties perpetrated by Japanese 
soldiers after the fall of Manila. 
It is a terrible thing to see men 
dying on the field of battle; it is 
unbearably depressing to see men, 
women, and children bayoneted, 
burned alive, and hacked to death 
in an uncontrolled outburst of 
lustful savagery. 
The atom bomb has · crashed the 
movies in record-breaking time. 
First Yank into Tokyo (RKO-
Radio) , originally designed as a 
class B melodrama which hinted 
vaguely at a mysterious super-
bomb, was almost ready for release 
when the atom bomb fell on Hiro-
shima. Quick to take advantage 
of the world-wide publicity given 
to the atom bomb, the producers 
of First Yank into Tokyo re-
vamped the film to meet the occa-
sion. Not that this heroic treat-
ment helped much. First Yank in-
to Tokyo remains in the Class B 
potboiler division. 
World War II was not confined 
to far-distant battlefields. It had 
its beginnings long before decla-
rations of war and the clash of 
arms screamed their fateful mes-
sages over the air and in news-
paper headlines. The House on 
92nd Street (2oth Century-Fox, 
Henry Hathaway) presents an ab-
sorbing account of the under-
ground war which raged here on 
our own home front. It is a thrill-
ing tale of espionage and counter-
espionage and of the desperate at-
tempts made by German agents to 
acquire Process 97-presumably 
the formula, or part of the for-
mula, for the atom bomb. Culled 
from actual case records of the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation, 
this fascinating picture contains 
many au then tic, factual se-
quences. The House on 92nd 
Street is a fine tribute to the men 
and women who have made the 
F.B.I. a model of efficiency and 
integrity. 
State FaiT (2oth Century-Fox, 
Walter Lang) is an engaging and 
tuneful technicolor adaptation of 
Phil Stong's story of life on an 
Iowa farm. Lyrics by Oscar Ham-
merstein II and music by Richard 
Rodgers have transformed Mr. 
Stong's novel into a washed-over 
version of Oklahoma! Neverthe-
less, the picture has charm and 
gaiety. It is pleasant entertain-
ment for the entire family. 
Fire, flood, a circus, the beau-
tiful landscape of Wisconsin, and 
the irresistible appeal of Mar-
garet O'Brien and Jackie Jenkins 
are the principal ingredients in 
Our Vines Have Tender Grapes 
(M-G-M, Roy Rowland). Based 
on George Victor Martin's ap-
pealing tale of Norwegian home-
steaders who have settled in the 
rich farmlands of Wisconsin, 0 uT 
Vines Have T endeT Grapes is 
more realistic and less stylized 
than State Fair. Edward G. Rob-
inson acquits himself with distinc-
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tion in a part which is radically 
different from his customary gang-
ster roles. 
Bewitched, released through 
M-G-M and adapted for the 
screen by Arch Oboler from a ra-
dio script written by him in 1938, 
is an unusual and ingenious story 
of the unending conflict between 
good and evil. Mr. Oboler's direc-
tion employs novel innovations to 
effect a vivid portrayal of the 
sharp conflict which rages in the 
mind of a tormented girl. This 
dreary and depressing picture 
bears all the earmarks of Mr. Obo-
ler's radio dramas. 
Leave us face it, as Archie 
would say. Duffy's Tavern (Para-
mount), a star-spangled variety 
show, is a sure-fire box-office suc-
cess. Ed Gardner (Archie) plays 
host to some of the screen's top-
flight actors and actresses. Brash, 
noisy, and geared to the obvious 
humor of slapstick, Duffy's Tav-
eTn is, at best, only moderately di-
verting. 
Her Highness and the Bellboy 
(M.G.M, Richard Thorpe), a 
heavy-handed attempt at comedy, 
will set your teeth on edge with its 
cheap humor, nauseating bathos, 
and crude horseplay. Don't say I 
didn't warn you! 
A few seasons ago Noel Coward 
dressed up a little story in ecto-
plasm and presented it to Broad-
way in the form of a play. Blithe 
Spirit had a long and successful 
run in the legitimate theater. 
Now it has been brought to the 
screen by United Artists. This 
sort of nonsense is, of course, not 
meant to be taken seriously. Nev-
ertheless, the theme might be of-
fensive to many persons, and 
much of the dialogue is unmistak-
ably salacious. 
In Over 21 (Columbia) Irene 
Dunne portrays with fair success 
the role created in the Broadway 
production by the author, Ruth 
Gordon. Alexander Knox turns in 
a convincing performance in the 
part of the newspaper editor who 
joined the army in order to gain 
first-hand information about the 
men in the ranks. At best, Over 
21 is a dated, aimless little farce. 
Along Came ]ones (M-G-M) is 
a mediocre, mildly amusing bur-







Thank God for the voice of THE 
CRESSET, avowedly an unequivocal ex-
pression of the orthodox Christian 
spirit. Again, thank God that it exists, 
especially insofar as it surveys the 
field of Public Affairs. Therein lies a 
genuinely historic opportunity. It is 
the prayer of many Christian hearts 
that it will not fail. A deep anxiety 
that it can fail prompts this letter. 
Let us recall that history is con-
spicuously marked by the many tragic 
occasions when the voice of Christian-
ity was silent while the times cried 
loud and bitterly against injustice 
and oppression. Let us note the many 
occasions when Christian men, who 
should have been the most insistent 
upon social and economic advance-
ment, did not speak, while the athe-
ists, the deists, and the agnostics 
fought the bitter battles to improve 
the earthly lot of the sons of men. 
Where was the voice of a Christian 
man when Voltaire, in flaming words, 
preached the Christian ideals of tol-
erance and justice? Where was the 
voice of a Christian man when the 
6g 
blasphemous atheist, Baron Holbach, 
battled oppression, prejudice, and 
superstition in eighteenth century 
Europe? None could be heard. 
The French Revolution struck. No 
Christian voice had been audible for 
centuries, effectually urging action to 
relieve the oppressed multitudes of 
France. The corrupt, the immoral, 
and the violent were allowed, by de-
fault, to apply their method of 
change. 
Today we praise the superior mer-
its of democracy, fervently defending 
it as the best political system for in-
suring the greatest good for all men. 
But its early battles were fought by 
John Locke, Tom Paine, Benjamin 
Franklin and the like. 
Today we have communism with 
us. It clearly promises more in ma-
terial well-being than the Russian 
possessed in Czarist times. In itself it 
is not necessarily moral or immoral. 
But, as would be expected, again the 
godless and the violent were permit-
ted to give it its first practical test. 
I do not pretend to understand or 
explain this sad phenomenon. Yet it 
does appear that all too frequently 
our Christian predecessors staunchly 
asserted that existing institutions had 
proven themselves thoroughly ade-
quate in the past and that substantial 
changes threatened tradition and vio-
lated the "true" national spirit. They 
apparently could not appreciate what 
every hour of human experience 
proves: that all human relationships 
are moving continuously on to a 
change. Perhaps they were fearful of 
the strenuous requirements imposed 
upon those who attempt to anticipate 
and influence the course of social 
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change.-Unhappily, they stand in 
history as unimaginative creatures be-
wildered by an overturned authority 
and benumbed by a broken tradition. 
And, now, America today. En-
meshed in changes we are being cata-
pulted into the future. Are we going 
to hear a Christian voice now, a voice 
which will not be afraid to call for 
new, uncertain steps in the struggle 
to advance the material welfare of 
men? THE CRESSET can I?e that voice. 
Let us hope it does not fail for want 
of having made the effort. 
Let others give devotion to the ex-
clusive task of sniffing out "un-Ameri-
can proposals" and scratching for 
cracks in "American tradition." Let 
fall to them also the comfortable em-
ployment of advocating that which 
even the most benighted would ap-
plaud. THE CRESSET stands for some-
thing immeasurably better. 
A. B. VoRDERSTRASSE 
Mt. Clemens, Mich. 
The Cure for War 
Sir: 
Being one of those people with 
whom procrastination is more than a 
venial sin, and not wishing to be 
poor in thanks, I sat myself down 
promptly to write you this heartfelt 
"amen!" in response to the excellent 
article in the October CRESSET, "Is 
There a Cure for War?" 
My sister suggests that you find a 
means of providing a wide distribu-
tion for this article. Now we know 
that THE CRESSET has a good number 
of readers; but we feel that it should 
go beyond our circles, particularly to 
the non-Christian reader. I'd like to 
see it on the front pages of our lead-
ing newspapers throughout the coun-
try. 
We ask God to bless you for your 
eloquent expression of Christianity as 
a cure for war. 
HoNoR E. WEBER 
Miami, Florida 
In Defense of FHA 
Sir: 
In THE CRESSET (October, 1945, p. 
18), W. F. Beck made the following 
statement: "In Vanport, Oregon, the 
FHA made no provisions for churches 
in an area of 4o,ooo people; but it 
provided for a large modern theater." 
Just what is meant by no provisions 
for churches? If Mr. Beck means that 
there was no provision for church 
buildings, he is entirely correct; but 
if he means that there was no provi-
sion for church work, he is entirely 
wrong. The whole tenor of the article 
would lead me to believe he means 
the latter. If that is the case, I wish to 
correct that wrong impression. 
The FHA is very much concerned 
that religious work be carried on in 
housing project areas. At the peak of 
its population, Vanport opened free 
of charge, every Sunday morning, for 
church use, its theater, cafeteria, com-
munity buildings, gymnasiums, and 
schools. Moreover, many of these 
buildings were available at other 
times during the week as well. . . . 
When it became evident that reli-
gious organizations could be better 
served by having their pastors and 
workers live in the housing project, 
exceptions to the rental rules were 
made so that religious workers could 
move in and rent, not only living 
quarters, but office space as well .... 
I 
J 
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Finally, the FHA, at its own expense, 
prepared index cards giving the name 
and address of each new family mov-
ing into the project. These cards were 
available at the end of each week to 
ministers working in the area. 
Because the Government is in the 
habit of dealing with the Roman 
Catholic Church as one body and the 
Federal Council as the other, it can 
easily be understood that the Luther-
ans again experienced a little difficul-
ty in establishing their principles and 
identity. In spite of this fact, how-
ever, Sister Veda Johnson, deaconess 
representing the National Lutheran 
Council, was the first full-time reli-
gious worker of any description in 
Vanport City. She was there before 
streets were paved and sidewalks laid, 
plowing through mud in knee-high 
rubber boots to conserve for the King-
dom of God those Christians who had 
moved away from their home com-
munities and churches. Pastor Walter 
M. Wangerin of the Missouri Synod 
started full-time work under the 
Emergency Planning Council's con-
servation program in June of 1943. 
His first services were conducted in 
the apartments of members, hymns 
being spoken so as not to disturb the 
war workers sleeping next door. Soon 
his congregation moved into a school 
building; it is now meeting in one of 
the community buildings. 
No provisions for churches? All the 
provisions necessary, I am sure. I 
doubt if anyone ever considered erect-
ing a church building in a project 
which according to law must be torn 
down two years after the war. What 
mission board would invest in such a 
temporary venture when other ar-
rangements which were entirely satis-
factory could be made? The FHA 
may have the "growing pains" of all 
war-created commissions, but don't 
add the ~harge that it is irreligious. 
Praise God, it has been fair in its 
treatment of church work. 




Thank you for having had the 
courage to restore the man of the 
Armed Forces to the ranks of the nor-
mal American citizen in the face of 
the torrential amount of balderdash 
written by the many quacks who seem 
to insist on justifying their existence 
(only to themselves) by pontificating 
on subjects which are wholly outside 
the realm of their personal experi-
ence. 
I am referring to the Comment un-
der the heading "Put Yourself in His 
Place" on page 12 of the June, 1945, 
issue of your refreshing publication, 
said . issue having just come to my 
desk. 
CHAPLAIN FREDERICK L. VON HUSEN 
Mindoro, P. I. 
W E can all say "Merry Christ-mas" this year with hearts 
considerably lighter than they 
have been for some years-since 
Pearl Harbor, at least. The CRES-
SET editors extend 
] esus )~· Patterson Maclean Fried-
rich ('E" Company~· Stuart Little; 
This One's On Me; The Red 
Pony); H. B. Mummert (The 
Fundamentals of Electronics); and 
to all the readers 
of this magazine 
best wishes for a 
truly joyous and 
blessed holiday 
season, with a full 
measure of the 
peace that comes 
alone from faith 
in the Holy 
Child. 
The 
W. E. Bauer (The 
Declaration of In-
dependence) - all 
of Valparaiso 
University; Lilli-
an L. Peters, of 
the University of 
Chicago (Let Us 
Consider One An-
other and M)' 
Weapon is Love); 
and Alfred E. 
Leja, pastor of St. 
John's Church, 
Clifton, New J er-
sey (The Story of 
the Christian 
Year). Our Christ-
mas poets arc 
Dorothy Meyer of 
New York Citv 








ates have again 
woven a "Christ-





sue. You will agree, we think, that 
they have succeeded in capturing 
the true spirit of Christmas-that 
spirit which is so conspicuous! y 
missing in the world's celebration 
of this first peace-time Christmas. 
'"'' r"" 
Guest reviewers in this issue in-
clude Herbert H. Umbach (A Fel-
low of Infinite ]est; Ploughman 
of the Moon; Better Reading)~· H. 
H. Kumnick (The Human Life of 
Lange of Chicago. 
''"' ,_ 
Friends of ours returning from 
service overseas report that they 
came across THE CREssET in liter-
ally every part of the world-in 
camp reading rooms, U.S.O. cen-
ters, in hospitals, on shipboard, 
from Casablanca to Kunming. We 
hope that THE CRESSET will prove 
as welcome . a companion in civil-
ian life as it was in days of service. 
lor eltristmas .. 
. .. 
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